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FAB L E Si 



PART THE FIRST. 
The Shepherd and the Philosopher. 



REMOTE from cities iiv'd a Twain, 
Unve*M with all the cares of gain; 
Hi* head was filver'd o'er with age. 
And long experience made him fage ; 
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INTRODUCTION. 

In fummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock and penn'd the fold ; 
His hours in chearful labour flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew : 
His wifdom and his honeft fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name* 

A deep pbilofopher (whofe rules 
Of moral life were drawn -from fchools} 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
O'er books. con fum'd the midnight oil ? 
Haft thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd* 
And the vail fenfe of Plato weigh'd ? 
Haft Socrates thy foul rehVd, 
And haft thou. fathomed Tully's mindl 

* 

;Or, like the wife Ulysses., thrown, 
By various fates, on realms unknown* 
Haft thou through many -cities ftray'd, 
Their .cnlloms* laws, and manners weigh'df 

The (hepherd modeftly reply 'd, 
1 ne'er the paths of learning try'd; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts 
To read mankind, their laws and arts f 
For man ispra&is'd in difguife. 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes ; 
Who by that fearch (hall wifer grow, 
When we ouxfelvei can never know I 
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The little knowledge I have gain'd, 
Was all from fimple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their rife. 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induftry. 
Who can obferve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the truftieft of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind* 
I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my fervice copy Tray. 
In conftancy and nuptial love, 
I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen, wjio from the chilly air, 
With pious wing protects her care ; 
And ev'ry fowl that flies at large, 
Inflru&s me in a parent's charge* 

From nature too I take my rule. 
To ftiun com tempt and ridicule* 
I never, with important air, 
In converfation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pais for wife, 
When men the folemn owl defpife i 
My tongue within my lips I rein ; 
For who talks much, mult talk in vaiu* 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who lifien« to the chattering pye ? 
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Nor would I, with felonious flight. 
By ftealth invade my neighbour* 'right, 
Rapacious animals we hate : 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fate* 
Do not we juft abhorrence ikid 
A gain ft the toad and ferpent kind? - 
But envy, calumny, .and fpite, 
Bear ftronger venom in their bite* 
'Thus ev.'ry objecl of creation 
-Can furnifh hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moft minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

» 

Thy fame is juft, the fage replies | 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pen, 
Books as affected are as men : 
put he who ftudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws; 
And thofe, without our fchoojs, fufficc 
To make men moral, good, and wife* 
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TO HI1 H I O II » I I 1 

WILLIAM, 

DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 

FABLE I. 

the Liow, the Tyger, and the Tkavplli 



A CCEPT, young Pmncs, the moral lay, 
And in thefe tales mankind furvey ; 
With early virtues plant your breall, 
The ipecious arts of vice deteft. 
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Princes, like beauties, from their youth 
Are Grangers to the voice of truth ; 
Learn, to contemn all praife betimes; 
For flattery's the nurfc of crimes ; 
Friendfhip by fweet reproof is fhown ; 
(A virtue never near a throne) ; 
In courts fuch freedom mull offend* 
There none prefumes to be a friend* 
To thofe of yonr exalted flation 
Each courtier is a dedication* 
Mud I too flatter like the reft, 
And turn my morals to a jeft ? 
The Mufe difdains to (leal from thofe. 
Who thrive in courts by fulfome profe* 

But (hall 1 hide your real praife, 
Or tell you what a nation fays i 
They in your infant bbfom trace 
The virtues of your royal race ; 
In the fair dawning of your mind 
Difcern you gen'rous, mild, and kind ; 
They fee you grieve to hear diftreft, 
And pant already to redrefs, 
Goon, the height of good attain, 
Nor let a nation hope in vain* 
For hence we juftly may prefage 
The virtues of a riper age. 
True courage (hall your boforn fire, 
And future a&ions own your (ire* 

Cotarcb 
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* 

"Cowards are cruel, but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to five. 

A-Tyger roaming for hi? prey, 
Sprung on a Trav'ler in the way ? *' 

The proftrate game a lion fpies r 
And on- the greedy tyrant flies ; 
With mingled roar refounds the wood. 
Their teeth* their claws diftil with blood ; 
f Till vanquiftYd by the Lion's ilrength, 
The fpotted foe extends his lengths 
The Man befought the ftiaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life implor'd* 
His life the gen'rous hero gave ; 
Together walking to his cave, 
The Lion thus befpoke his gueft* 

What hardy bead (hall dare con tell 
My matchlefs ftrength ! you faw the fight, 
And muftatteftmy pow'rand right. 
Forc'd to forego their native home, 
My flarving flaves at di (lance roam. 
Within thefe wopds I reign alone, 
The boundlefs foreft is my own. 
Bears, wolves, and all the favage brood. 
Have dy'd the regal den with blood, 
Thefe carcafies on either hand, 
Thofe bones that whiten all the land, 
My former deeds and triumphs tell, 
Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell. 

B 4 True, 
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■ «„ T L rUff ' ft? ' 5 t,ie Man ' the fl «"gth I ftw 
Might well the brutal. nation awe : 
But mall a monarch, brave ljfe e yO0i 
Place glory ih fo falfe a view ? 
ilobben invade their neighbour'* right 
Be lov'd : let jullice bound your might. 
Mean are ambitious heroes boafts 
Of waited lands and Jlaughter'd holts. 
Pirates their pow'r by murders gain, 
Wife kings by love and mercy reign. 
To me your clemency hath mown 
The virtue worthy of a throne. 
Heav'n gives you a pow'r above the rerf. 
Like Heav'n to fuccour the diflreft. 

The cafe is plain, the Monarch faid; 
Falfe glory hath my youth mifled; 
For beafls of prey a fervile train, 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
You reafon well : Vet tell me, frienrf, 
Did ever you in courts attend r ' 

For all my fawning rogues agree, 
Thathuman heroes rule like m* 
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The Spaniel and the Camsle< 



A Spaniel, bred with all [he ca e 
** That waits upon a fav'rite heir r 
Ne'er felt correction's rigid hand j 
Indulg'd to difobey command. 
In pamper'd eate his hours were fpent ; 
He never knew what learning, mean t r 
Such forward air?, fo pert, fo fmart, 
Were fure to win his lady's heart ; 
Each little mifchief gain'd him praife; 
How pretty were his fawning ways ! 
The wind was Couth, the morning fair, 
He vaniiMci forth to take the air. 
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He ranges all the meadow round,* 

And rolls upon the fofteft ground : 

When near him a Cameleon feen, 

Was fcarce diftinguiAYd from the green. 
Dear emblem of the flatting hoft, 

What, live with elbwns ! 'a genius loft ! 

To cities and the court repair ; 

A fortune cannot fail thee there : 

Preferment (hall thy talents crown, 
Believe me, friend ; I know the town. 
Sir> fays the Sycophant like you, 

Of old, politer life 1 knew : 
Like you, a courtier born and bred; 
Kings lean'd an ear to what I faid. 
My whifpcr always met fuccefs ; 
The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 
J knew to hit each courtier's paflion, 
And flatter 'd ev'ry vice in faftnon. 
But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 
At once cut fhort my profp'rous days j 
And, fentenc'd to retain my nature, 
Transform'd me to this crawling creature* 
Doom'd to a life obfcure and mean, 
I wander in the fylvan fcene. 
For Jove the heart alone regards ; 
He pnniihes what man rewards, 
How difPrcnt is thy cafe and mine ! 
With men at leaft yon fup and dine ; 
While I, condemned tp thinned fare, 
like ihofe I flattered feedoa air, 

FABLI 
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FABLE III. 
The MoTHBa, the.Numsa, and. the Fair*-. 



ft I V E me a fon. The bleffing fent, 
^^ Were ever parent! more content r 
How partial are their doting eyes ! 
No child is half fo fair and wife. 

Wak'd to the morning's pleafing care. 
The mother rare, and fought her heir. 
She faw the Nurfe, like one poffefs'd. 
With wringing hands, and fobbing breaft. 
£6 
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Sure fome difafter has befel : 
Speak, Nurfe; I hope the boy is welk 

' Dear Madam* think not. me to blame i 
Invifible the Fairy came i 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd*. 
And in the place a changling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and note* 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
See here a (hocking auk ward creature, 
That /peaks a fool in tv'fy feature. 

The woman's blind, the Mother cries i 
I fee wit fparkle in his eyes. 

Lord ! Madam, what a fq urn ting leer I* 
No doubt the Fairy hatlt been here 

Juft as fhe fpoke, a Pigmy Sprite 
Pops through the key-hole, fwift as light $ 
ferch'd on the cradle's top he Hands,. 
And thus her folly reprimands. 

Whence fprun the vain- conceited lie,, 
That we the world with fools fupply * 
What 1 give our fprightly race away* 
For the dujl helplef> fons of clay ! 
Befides, by partial fondnefs Hiown, 
Like you we doat upon our own* 
Where yet was ever found a mother* 
Who'd give her booby for another? 
And fhould we change with human breed,. 
Well might we pafs for fools indeed. 
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FABLE IV. 

The Eagle, and the Aflembly of Animal*. 



AS JuFiTEn's all-Teeing eye 

Survey'd the world* beneath the fky. 
From this fmall fpeck of earth were kati- 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent i 
For ev'ry thing alive eomplain'd, 
That he- the hardeft life faftaio'd. 
Jovt calls his Eagles At the word 
Before him Hands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height? 
Downward direfts his rapid flight ; 

TJ»» 
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Then citcch ev'iy living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king. 

Ungrateful creatures, whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which offend the ikies t 1 

Why this diforder ? fay the caufe; 
tor juft are Jove's eternal laws. 
Let each his tlifcontent reveal ; 
To yon four Dog, I firft appeal. 

Hard is my lot, the Hound replies. 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies; 
While I, with weary ftep and flow, 
O'er plains and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning fees my chafe began, 
Nor ends it till the fetting fun, 

When (fays the Greyhound) I purfue, 
My game is loft, or caught in view; 
Beyond my fight the prey's fecure : 
The Hound is flow, but always fure- 
And had I his fagacious fcent,. 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontenU 

The Lion cravM the Fox's art ; 
The Fox, the Lion's force and heart. 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whofe wings were rapid, fhrong, and light : 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'xl, *) 

And the Code's matchleTs valour priz'd : 
w?fh'< 



The Fifties wifh'd to graze the plain ; 
The beafts to fkim beneath the maia. 
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Thus, envious of another's ftate, 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 

The bird of heav'n then cry'd aloud, ' 
Jove bids difperfe the murm'ring crowd ; 
The God rejeds your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious mutineers, 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envy'd creature f 
What, filent all, and none confent I » 

Be happy then, and learn content : 
Nor imitate the reftlefs mind, 
And proud ambition of mankind,. 
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fable v. 

The Wild Boa* and the Ram. 



A Gaiwit an elm afheepwas ty'd 

The butcher's knife in blood was dy'dt 
The patient flock in filent fright,. 
From far beheld the horrid fight. 
A favage Boar, who near ihein flood. 
Thus mock'd to fcorn the fleecy brood. 

All cowards fhould be ferv'd like yon. 
See, fee, your murd'rer is in view* 
With purple hands, and reeking knife, 
tie ftrips [he (kin yet warm with life ; 

Your 
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Your quartered fires, your bleeding dams, 
1 he dying bleat of harmlefs lambs, 
Call for revenge. O ftupid race ! 
The heart that wants revenge, is bafe. 

I grant, an ancient Ram replies. 
We bear no terror in our eyes ; 
Yet think us not of foul fo tame. 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame ; 
Infenfible of ev'ry ill, 
Becaufe we want thy tufks to kill. 
Know, thofe who violence purfue, 
Give to themfelves the vengeance due | 
tor in thefe maffacres they find 
The tjwo chief plagues that wade mankind* 
Our fkin fupplies the wrangling bar, 
It wakes their (lumb'ring fons to war $ 
And well revenge may reft contented, 
Since drams and parchment were invented* 
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FABLE VI, 
The Miser and Plutui, 



'TpHE wind was high, the window (hakei. 

With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes ; 
Along the filent room he ftalks ; 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks 1 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries. 
In ev'ry creek and corner pries, 
Then opes the cheft with treafure flor'd, 
And ftands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But, now with fudden qualms potted, 
He wrings his hands, he beau his breaft. 
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By continence flung, he wildly Hares j 
And thus his guilty foul declares. 

Had the deep earth her (tore* confin'd, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind* 
But virtue's fold. Good gods; what price 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat f 
Gold banifh'd honour from the mind* 
And only left the name behind ; 
Gold fow'd the world with ev'ry ill ; 
Gold taught the murd'rer's fword to kills 
'Twas gold inftrudled coward hearts* 
In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er ? 
Virtue refides on earth no more ! 
He fpoke, and fig'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him flood. 
The Mifer trembling, lock'd his cheft ; 
The vifion frown'd, and thus addreft. 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant ? 

Each fordid rafcal's daily cant; 

Did I, bafe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 

The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

Becaufe my bleffings are abus'd, 

Muft I be cenfur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 

Ev'n virtue's felf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade 3 

And 
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And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poffeflion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppreffion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheft,. 
Gold is the canker of the bread ; 
'Tis avarice, Jnfolence, and pride, , 
And every ihocfcing vice befide. 
But when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 
It blefles, like the dews of heav'n : 
^ Like heav'n, it hears the orphans cries, 
And wipes the tears from widows eyes ; 
Their crimes on gold (hall mifers lay, 
Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay t 
Let bravoes then (when blood is fpilt) 
Upbraid the paffivc fwwd with guilt* 
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FABLE VH. 
The Lion, the Fox, and G hi 



A LION, tir'd with Hate affairs, 
*"\ Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Refolv'd (remote from noife and ftrife) 
In peace to paTs his latter life. > 

It was procUim'd ; the day was fet : 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox was Viceroy nam'd*. The crowd 
To the new Regent humbly bow'd 
Wolves, bean, andmighly tygers bend, 
And drive who moft (hall condefcend. 
He ftrait afluroes a folemrj grace. 
Collect kit wifdom in his face. 

The 
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The crowd admire his wit, his fenfe : 
Each word hath weight and confequence. 
The flatt'rer all his art difplays-t 
He who hath power, is fure of praife. 
" A Fox ftept forth before the reft, 
And thus the fervile throng addreft. 

How vail his talents, born to rule, J 

And train'd in virtue's honeft fchool! 
What clemency his temper fways i 
How un corrupt are all his ways ! 
Beneath his conduct and command, 
Rapine (hall ceafe to wafte the land. \, 

His brain hath ftratagem and art ; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart ; 
What bleffings mud attend the nation 
Under this good administration ! 

He faid. A Goofe who diftant flood, 
Haranga'd apart the cackling brood. 

Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ihun his worthy friend. 
What praife I what mighty commendation t 
But 'twas a Fox who fpoke th 9 oration. 
Foxes this government may prize, 
As gentle, plentiful, and wife ; 
If they enjoy the fweets, 'tis plain 
We Geefe mult feel a tyrant reign. 
What havock now fhall thin our race, 
When ev'ry petty clerk in place. 
To prove his taft& and feem polite, 
Will feed on Geefe both noon and night ! 

FABLE 
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TABLE VIII, 
The Lady and 'he Wa.p 



\\7 H A T whiipen mult the Beauty bear ! 
* What hourly nonfenfe haunti her ear I 
Where'er her eyes djfpenfe iheir charms. 
Impertinence around her fwartni. 
Did not the tender nonfenfe (bike, 
Contempt and fcorn might foon diflike. 
Forbidding airs might thin the place, 
The flighted .flap a fly can chafe. 
Bat who can drive the num'rous breed t 
Chafe one, another will fiicceed. 
Who know* a fool, rouft know his brother j 
One fop will recommend another : 
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And with this plague fhe's rightly curft, 
Becaufe fhe liften'd to the firft. 

As Doris, at her toilette's duty. 
Sat meditating- on her beauty, 
She now was penfive, now was gay* 
And loll'd the Ail try hours away. 

As thus in indolence (he lies, 
A giddy Wafp around her flies, 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms; 
Swift he returns, again alarm? ; * 

For by repulfe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her lip, and fipt the dew. 

She frowns, fye frets. Good gods ! ihe cries; 
Protect me from thcfe teazing flies ! 
Of all the plagues that heav'n hath fent, 
A Wafp is mod impertinent. 

The hov'ring infect thus complain'd, 
Am Ithen flighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 
'Twas beauty caus'd the bold miftake. 
Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made me with ihong defire purfue 
The fairell peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 

Nor murder Wafps like vulgar flies : 

For though he's free (to do him right) 

The creature's civil and polite. 

la 
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In ecflacies away he pods ; 
Where-c'cr he came, the favour boafts ; 
Brags how her fweeteft tea hie tips, 
And (hews the Aigar on his lips. 

The hint aJarm'd the forward oreity 
Sure of fuccefs, away they flew. 
They (hare the dainties of the day, 
Round her with airy mafic play ; 
And now they flutter, now they reft, 
Now foar again, and (kirn her breath 
Nor were they banifh'd, till (he found 
That Wafps have flings, and felt the wound, ] 
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FABLE IX. 

The. S v l l and the M a a t i r t , 



CEEK you to train you fav'rite boy I 

. Each camion, ev'ry care employ : 
And e're you venture to confide, 
Let his preceptor's heart be try'd : 
Weigh well his manners, life and fcope; 
On thefe depends thy future hope. 

As on a time, in peaceful feign, 
A Bull enjoy'd the flowVy plain, 

AMafliff 
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A Maftiff pafs'd ; inflam'd with ire, 

His eye-balls mot indignant fire ; 

He foam'd, he rag'd with thirft of blood. 

Spurning the ground the monarch flood, 
And roar'd aloud, Sufpend the fight ; 
In a whole fkin go deep to night : 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage? 
Is it ambition &res thy breaft, 
Or avarice that ne'er can reft ? 
From thefe alone unjuftly fprings u 

The world-deftroying wrath of kings. 
The furly MafHff thus returns. 
Within my bofom glory barns. 
(Like heroes of eternal name, 
Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The 'batcher's fpirit-ftirring mind 
To daily war my youth inclined 5 
He train'd me to heroic deed 2 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed, 

Curs'd Dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 
I wonder at thy thirft of gore ; 
For thoo (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain'd 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muft, like thy tutor, blood purfue. , 

Take then thy fate. With goring wound. 
At once he lifts him from the ground ; 
Aloft the fprawling hero flies, 
Mangled he falls, he howls, and dies, 

Ca FABL T 
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FABLE X. 

The Elephant and the Bookseller. 



'T" 1 H E man who with undaunted to:I/t 
■*• Sails unknown leas to unknown /oils. 
With various wonders feaft his Tight ; 
What ftranger wonders does he write ! i; 

We read, and in defcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : ■ 
For, when we rift, no contradiction 
Jt prompts the. tongue to deal in Mlon. 
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Thofe thiols that flartle me or you, 
I grant are Grange ; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For fcienccrand for fenfe renown *d ? 
Borri records their ftrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and fk.il! in arts j 
How they perform the law's decrees, 
And fa*e the ftate the hatgtnah's fees j. 
And how by travel imderftand 
The language of another land* 
Let thofe, who queftton this report^ v 
To Pliky's ancient page refort, 
How learn'd was that fagacious breed t 
Who now (like them) the Creek can read I 

As one of thefe, in' days of yore, 
Rummag'd a mop of learning o'er; #v 

Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding ; 
A book his curions eye detains, 
Where, with exa&eft care and pains, 
Were ey'ry beaft and bird, portray 'd, 
That e'er the fearch of man furvey'd 
Their natures and their powers were writ, 
With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention fpread, 
And thus remark'd on what he re.ad» 

Man with (bong reafon is endow'd ; 
A beaft fcarce inftinct is allow'd, 

C 3 Bat 
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Bu£ let tAi»»-author's worth be trrfi, 
*Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he difcern the different natures, 
And weigh the power of other creatures, 
"Who by the partial .work hath fhown 
He knows fo little of his own I 
How falfly is the fpaniel drawn 1 
Did men from him firft learn to fawn ? 
A dog proficient in the trade ! 
He, the chief Aatt'rer nature made ! 
Go, Man, the ways of courts difcern. 
You'll find a fpaniel ftill might learn • 
How can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfufe or his wonder r 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyers arts, 
The fox might well improve his parts* 
The lion, wolf, and tyger's brood, 
He curfes, for their thirft of blood : 
But is not man to man a prey ? 
Beafts kill for hunger, men for pay. 

The Bookfeller, who heard him fpeak, 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I found ! 

Then thus addrefs'd with bow profound* 

« 

Learned, Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againft the fenfelefs fon of men, 
Or write the Hiftory of Siam, 
No man is better pay than I am ; 



Or 
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Or, fence you're learned in Greek, let's fee 
Something againft die Trinity* 

When wrinkling with a frfeer his tronk, 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk ; 
E'en keep your money and be wife: 
Leave man on man to criticiie; 
For that yonr ne'er can want a jpen 
Among the fenfelefs fon* of men. 
They unprovok'd will conrt the fray* 
Envy's a (harper* fpur than pay. 
Ho author ever fparM a brother ; 
Wits are game-cocks to one another* 
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Fable xr. 

The Peacock, the Turkey, and the Goos* 



I N beauty faults confpicuous grow : 
* The fmallell fpeck is fan on {now. 

As near a barn, by hunger led, 
A Peacock with the Poultry fed ; 
All view'd him wiih an envious eye. 
And mock'd his gaudy pageantry. 
He, eonfcious of fuperior merit, 
QparCmns their bafe reviling fpirit j 
'His (tate and dignity alTumes, 
And to the fun difplay, bis plumes j 
Which, like the heav'n's o'er arching ikies. 
Arc fpmgled with a tboafand eyes. 
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The circling rays, and varied light. 
At once confound their dazzled fights' 
On ev'ry tongue detra&ion burns, 
And malice prompts their fpleen by turnav 

Mark, with what infolence and pride* j 

The creature takes his haughty ftride, 
The Turkey cries. Can fpleen contain ? 
Sure never bird was half fo vain i 
But were intrinfic merit feen, 
We Turkeys have the whiter fkiin 

From tongue to tongue they caught abafe %. 
And next was heard the hi fling Goofe. 
What hideous legs ! what filthy claws ! 
I (corn to cenfure Jittle flaws, 
Then what a horrid Equalling throat! 
Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 

True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries; 
My fcreara, my (hanks you may defpife ; 
But fucb blind critics rail in vain ; 
What, o'erlook my radiant train ! 
Know, did my legs (your fcoro and /port) 
The Turkey or the Goofe fupport, 
And did ye fcream with hardier found, 
Thofe faults in you had n'er been found I 
To all apparent beauties blind, 
Each blemifh fir ikes an envious mind* 

Thus in Affemblies have 1 fee a 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mien*. 
Wake envy in each ugly face ; 
And .buzzing fcandal fills the place* 

C 5 FABLE 
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FABLE Xir. 

Conn. Hymfm. and Pluti 



"" Employ'd the letter powers of love j 
Some fliape'the bow, or fit the firing ; 
Some give the taper fliaft its wing, 
Or turn the poiilh'd quiver's mould, 
Or bead the darts with temper'd gold. 

Amid II their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with afluming air, 
Addiefs'd the God. Thou purblind chit, 
Of auk ward and ill-judging wit, 
If matches are not better made, 
At once I mull for fwear my trade. 
You fend me fuch ill-coupled folk), 
That 'tis a ihame to fell them yoke*. 
They fquabble for a pin, a feather, 
*4a4 woo4er bow they cagac together. 
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The hofland's fallen, dogged, fhy, 

The wife grows flippant in reply ; 

He loves command and due reftri&ion, 

And fhe as well likes contradi&iont 

She never flavifhly fubjnits ; * . 7 

She'll have her will, or have her fits. 

He this way togs, fhe t'other draws : 

The man grow* jealouf r . and with caufe. 

Nothing cawfave him hot divorce ; 

And here the wife complies of courfe. 

When, fays the Boy, had I to da 
With either your affairs or you ? 
I never idly fpend my darts; * 
You trade in mercenary hearts* • 
For Settlements the lawyer's fee*3*;: 
Is my hand witnefs to the deed? 
If they like cat and dog agree. 
Go rail at Plutus, norarmr. 

Flotos appeared, and faid 'Tis true, 
In marriage gold is all their view : 
They fcek not beauty, wit, or fenfe ; 
And love is feldora the pretence. 
All offer incenfe at my fhrine, 
And I alone-the bargain fign. 
How can Belinda blame her fate ? 
She only aik'd a great eftate. 
Doris was rich enough, 'tis true? 
Her lord mud give her title too- : 
And tv f ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune afks, and aflcs no more. 

Av'rice, whatever lhape itbearr, 
Mail fiill be coupled with" its caret* 

-C6 F/ 
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FABLE 

The T a m i S 



A S a young Stag [he thicket pait, 
■** The branches held his antlers faft j 
A clown, who Taw the captive hang, 
Acrofs the horns his halter flung. 

Now fafely hamper'd in the cord. 
He bore the prcfent to his lord, 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown. 
When he was tiptwith half-a-crown, 
The Stag was brought before his wife ; 
The tender lady begg'd his life. 
How fleck's the (kin ! how fpeck'd like ermine ! 
Sure ucvex creature was Jo charming E 

At 
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At firft within the yard confined, 
He flies and hides from all mankind $ 
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze, 
And diflant awe, pnefnraes to gasef 
•Munches the linen on the lines* 
~~ And on a hood or apron dines: 

He deals my little mailer's bread,. > 

Follows the fervants to be fed : 

Nearer and nearer now he Hands, 

To feel the praife of patting hands ; 

Examines ev'ry fill for meat, 

And. though repuls'd, difdains retreat: 

Attacks again with levelPd horns ; 

And man, that was his terror, fcorns. 

-Such is the country maiden's fright, 

When firlfc a red-coat is in fight ; 

Behind the door fhe hides her face ; 
i Next time at di fiance eyes the lace, 

She now can all his terrors (land, 
' Nor from*his fqueeze withdraws her hand. 

She plays familiar in his arms, 
\ And ev'ry foldier hath his charms. 

! From tent to tent fhe fpreads her flame ; 

I For cuftom conquers fear and fhame. 
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The Monk;t who hid fcen the World. 



A Monkey, to reform the times, 
**" 'Refolv'd to vifit foreign dimes : 
For men in distant regions coam • 
To bring politer manners home, 
' So forth he fares, all toil defies : 
Misfortune fcrres to make at wife. 

At length, the treach'rons fnare was laid j' 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey 'd, 
There bid. Haw enry'd was hit doom, 
Made captive in a lady's room 1 

Frond 
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Proud as a lover of his chains, 

He day by day her favour gains. 

Whene'er the doty of the day 

The toilet calls; with mimic play 

He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan. 

Like any other Gentleman. 

In vifits too his parts and wit, 

When jefts grew dull, were fure to hit. 

Proud with applaufe, he thought his mind 

In ev'ry. courtly art refin'd ; 

Like Orpheus burnt with public zeal, 

To civilize the monkey weal : 

So watch'd occafion, broke his chain, 

And fought his native woods again. * 

The hairy fylvans round htm prefs, 
J&ftoniih'd at his ftrut and drefs. 
Some praife his fleeve i and others glote 
Upon his rich embroidered coat ; 
His dapper perriwig commending, 
With the black tail behind depending; 
His powder 'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary froft, or fleecy fnow ; 
But aiJ with envy and defire, 
His fiutt'ring fhoulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve ; he pertly cries ; 
I come to make a nation wife. 
Weigh your own words; fqppprt yfcur pjac^ f 
The sxxt in rank to human race. 

la 
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IncitiesJong Ipafs\i.my days, • 
Conyers'd with men, and learnt their ways, 
Their drefs their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your Hate and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive ? in flatt'ry deal ; 
Your fcorn, your hate,, with that conceal* 

Seem only to regard your friends, 

But ufe threm for your private ends. 

Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 

Be prompt to lie whene'er 'tis fit. 

Bend all your force to fpatter merit; 

Scandal is conversation's fpirit. 

Boldly to ev'ry thing attend, 

And men your talents ftiall commend. 

I knew the great, Obferve me right; 

So fhall you gtw like man polite. 

He fpoke and bowM. With maturing jaws 
The wond'ring circle grinri'd applaufe. 
Now, warm with malice, envy, fpite, 
Their moll obliging friends they bite ; 
And fond to copy human ways, 
Praftife new mifchiefs all their days. 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for fchool,. 
With travel fisiihes the fool ; 
Studious of cv'ry coxcomb's airs* 
He drinks, games, drefles, whores, and fwetrs ; 
O'erlooks with fcorn all virtuous arts, i 
** vice* is fittaito hit' pam, 

FABLB 
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F A B L E VVV 

The PHiioroPHi* and the Phbasa 



HTHE Sage, *wak'd at early day, 

. Through the deep Joreft took hii way ; 
■ Drawn by' the mufic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he groves, 
From tree to tree, the warbling throat* 
Prolong the Tweet alternate notes. 
But where he pall, he terror threw. 
The fong broke fhort, the warblers flew i 
The'thraihes chatter'd with affright. 
And nightingales abhorr'd hii light j 
All, animals before him ran", 
To (hun the hateful fight of man. 

Whence is this dtead of ev'ry creature} 
■ Fly they our figure or our nature : 
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As thus he walk'd in muting thought,* 
Hi* ear imperftA accents caught j 
With Cautious ftep he nearet drew, 
By the thick /hade conceal'd from view* 
High on the branch a Pheafant Good, 
Arpund her all her lift'ning brood | 
Proud of the blefings pf her neft/ 
She thus another** care exprefs'cU 
No dangers here fltall circumvent^ 
Within the woods enjoy con ten u 
Sooner the hawk or vulture troft, 
Than man ; of animal* the worft, 
In him ingratitude you find, 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The Iheep whofe annual fleece is dy'd, 
To guard his health, and ftrve his pride, . 
Forc'd from his fold and' native plain, 
. Is in the cruel (hambles (lain; 
The fwarms, who, with induftriou* (kill. 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 
In vain whole fummer days employ'd, 
Their ftores are fold, their race deftroy'd. 
What tribute from the goofe is paid 1 
Does not her wing all fcience aid ! 
Does ft not lovers hearts explain, 
And drudge to raife the merchant's gaini 
What now rewards this general ufe ? 
He takes the quills, and eats the goofe. % 

Man then avoid 1 ,, deteft his ways; 
60 fafefy ffiall prolong your days* 
When fervices are thus acquitted; 
Be fore we Phca&ats rnuft be fpitted, 

FABLE 



FABLES. 43 

F- A B L E XVI. 
The Pin and theNEintt. 



"■ Proficient in the toilet** duty. 
Had form'd her fleeve, confio'd her hair, 
Or giv'n her knot a fraarter air, 
Now ncareft to her heart was plac'd, 
Now in her raantua'a tail difgrae'd t 
Bat could lhe partial fortune blame, „ 
Who fawher lover* ferv'd the fame ! 

At length from all her honour'] caft.j 
Through various turn* of life lhe pafij. 
Now glitter'd on a tarlar't arm ; 
Now kept a beggar 1 * infant warm i 
Now, rang'd within a mifer'i coat ; 
Contribute* to hi* yearly groat ; 
Now, raii'd again from low approach, 
She ?ifit* ia the doAor'* coach} 
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Here, there, by various fortune toft, 
At lafc in Greiham-hall was loft. 
Charm'd with the wonder* of the ftiowy 
On every fide, above, below, 
She now of this or that enquires, 
What leaft was underftood admires* ? 
»tis plain, each thing fo ftruck her mind;. 
Her head's of virtuofo kind. 

And pray what's this, and this, dear Sir? 
A iteedle, fays the interpreter. 
She knew the name. Arid thus the fool 
Addrefs'd frer as a'taylor's tool. . 

A needte with that filthy flone, 
Quite idle, all with rnft Vergro wn ! 
You better might employ your parts, 
And~*id the fempftrcfs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendfhip grew 
Between that pauhry flint and you ? 

Friend, fays the Needle, ceafe to blamej 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know'fl thou the loadftonVs pow'r dnd art, 
That virtae Virtues can import ? 
Of all his talents I 'pafrtakc, 
Who then can ftrch a friend forfakef 
'Tis I dired the pr!ot*s hand 
To ihuft the rocks and treacherous faad* 
By me the difttfnt world is known* 
And either India h oar own. 
Had I with tftiilkiers faeenrfceck 
What had I been f the gwide bf thread, 
\nd dn*dg?4 as vulgar Nttedler rdo, 
f no more conference tfcan Jo* . . • 

F A O la Ah 



FABLES. 



F; A B L E XVII. 

The Shepherd's Dae and the Wot.r, 



A Wolf, niith hunger fiercs and bold, 

Ravag'd the plaint and tbLnn'dthe fold: 
Deep in the w,QQd ftcure lie lay. 
The theft* of nignt.regsl'd the day. 
In vain the (fcepherd'j wakeful car* 
Had fpread the toils, and watch'd the fiiare : 
In vain the dog purfu'd hii pace. 
The fleeter robber mock'd the chace. 

A) lightfoot rangM the foreft round, 
By chance hii foc« retreat he found. 
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' Let as awhile the war fufpend. 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 

A trace ? replies the Wolf. 'Tis done, 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

How cam that ftrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
Thofe jaws fhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood, 
*Great foals with generous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 
How harmleft is oar "fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare. 

, Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh j 
Mature defign'd us beafts of prey ; ' , 

As fuch when hanger finds a treat, 
*Tis neceflary Wolves mould eat. 
If mindful of the bleating weal, 
Thy bofom burn with real zeal \ 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord befeech : 
To him repeat the moving fpceoh ; . 
A Wolf eats iheep but now and then, 
Ten thoufands are devour'd by men. 
An open foe may prove a curie, 
Bui * pretended friend is worfe. 
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ABLE XVIII. 
a who pleaied nobody and every body. 



| ' E6 F men fufpeA yonr tale untrue, 

"*"* Keep probability in view. 

The trav'ler leaping o'er ihofe bound*, 

The credit. of bis book confound*. 

"Who with hit tongue hath armies routed, 

Make* ev'n his real courage donbted : 

But flatt'ry never ftetn* abfurd ; 

The flatter'd always take your word : 

Jinpofiibilitiej Teem jaft ; 

They take the (Iron gelt praifc on trufi. 

Hyperboles, tho' ne'er fo' great, 

Will ItiJI come (hort of felf-conceit. 

So very like a fainter drew. 
That «v'ry eye the pi&ure knew j 
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He hit complexion , feature, air, 
So juft, the life itfelf was there. 
No flattVy with his colours laid, 
To bloom reftor'd the faded maid ; 
He gave each mufcle all its iliength ; 
The mouthy the chin, thenofe's length; 
His hone ft pencil touch'd with truth. 
And mark'd the date of age and youth* 
He loft his friends, his practice fail'd ; ' 
Truth ftiould not always be reveal'd ; 
In, da|ly piles his pictures lay, 
For no one fent the fecond pay. 
Two buftos, fraught with every grace, 
: A Van us' and Apollo's face, 
. He plac'd in view ; refolv'd to pleafe, 
Whoever, fat* he drew, from, thefe, 
From thefe corrected evVy feature, 
And fpirited each ai)kward creature* 

All things were fet ; the hour was come/ 
Hit pallet ready o'er Jiis thumb. 
My Lord appeared ; and- feated right 
In proper attitude and light, 
The Painter, look'd he fleetch'd the piece, 
Then dipt his pencil, talked of Greece, 
Of Titian'* tints, of Guido's air; 
Thofe eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 
Might well a Raphabl'* hand require, 
To give them all the native fire j 
The features, fraught with fenfe and wit, 
You'll grant are very hard to hit $ 
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Bat yet with patience you (hall view 
As much as paint and art can do. 

Obferve the work. My Lord reply 'd, 
N 'Till now I thought my mouth was wide; 
' Befides, my nofe is fomewhat long ; 
Dear Sir, for me, 'tis far too young. 

Oh ! pardon me, the arfcift cry'd, 
In this, we painters mud decide. 
- The piece ev'n Common eyes mail flrike, 
I warrant it extremely like. 

My Lord examined it a-new ; 

- , No looking-glafs fecm'd half fo true. 

A Lady came,, with borrow' d grace 
He from his Venus form'd her face. 
% Her lover prais'd the Painter's art ; 
- So like the piclure in his heart ! 
. ^To ev'ry age fome charm he lent ; 
■' Ev'n Beauties were almoft content. 

Through all the town his art they prais'd ; 
^ His cuftom grew, his price was rais'd. , 

Had he the real likenefs ihown, 
Would any man the picture own ? 
Bnt when thus happily he wrought, 
f Each found the likenefs in his thought. 
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FABLE XIX. 
The Lion and the Cut, 



T T O W fond are men ef rule and place, 
■ n Who court it from the mean and bafe ! 
. TWeaaanot bear an equal nigh, 
But from faperior merit Ay. 
They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And lofe their hours in ale and fmoke ; 
There o'erfrme. petty dob prefide! 
So poor,' <o paltry.ii their pri'del 
Nay, cv'n with fooli whole nights will fit* 
In hopei to be fupremein wit. 
If thefe can read, to thefc I write, 
Ta fcrtheii worth in trueft light. 

A Lion- 
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A Lion-cob, of fordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion kind ; 
Fond of applaufe, he fought the feafts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beafts ; 
With afies all his time he ifcent, 
Their club's perpetual prefident. ' 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs } 
An afs in every thing, but ears ! 
Jf e'er his highnefs meant a joke ; 
They grinn'd applaufe before he fpoke ; 
But at each word what (houts of praife I 
Good gods ! how natural he brays ! 

Elate with flatt'ry and conceit, 
He feeks his royal fire's retreat ; 
Forward, and fond to (how his parts, 
His highnefs brays ; the Lion ftarts. 

Puppy, that curs'd vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converfation ; 
Coxcombs, an ever-noify race, 
.Are- trompetsof their own difgrace. 

Why fofitvere ? the Cub replies ; 
Our fenate always held me wift. 

How weak is pride ! returns the Sire; 
All fools are rain, when fools admire 1 
But know what ftopid afies prize, 
Liqns and noble beads dcfpife. . 

D % FAP 
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FABLE XX. 

The Old H e k and the C o c 



Tl ^ ST " * i N yoar child ; you'll foon believe' 
**■ The text which fays, we fpmng front Eve. 

Ai an old Hen led forth her train, 
And feem'd to peck to Ihro the grain ; 
She rak'd the chaff, (he fcratch'd the gronnd, 
And glean'd the fpacioo* yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the welt's narrow margin Tarings, 
And prase (he drops. The mother's breaft 
All day with forrow wai poffcfi'd 

A Cock 
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^1 Cock (he met ; * her Con (he knew * 
And in her heart a£e&k>* grew. 

My fon, fays (he, J grant your year* 
Have reach'd beyond a Mother's cares, 
1 fee yon vig'rous, ftrang, and bold ; 
I hear with joy your triumphs told ; . ., . j 

*Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread; 
Bat let thy 'ever-wary tread . 
Avoid yon well; that fatal place 
Is fare perdition to our race. 
Print this nvy counfel on thy bread ; 
To the jnft'gods I leave the reft. 

He thank *d her care ; yet day by day" * 

His bofom burned to difobey ; 
And ev'ry time the well he faw, 
Scorn'd in his heart the fooliih law : ' . 

mm 

Near and more near each day he drew, 
And long'd to try the dang'rons view. 

Why was this idle charge ? he cries : 
Let conrage female fears defpiie. 
Or did fhe doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this injon&ion gave t 
- Or does her harveft ftore the place. 
A treafure for her younger race ? 
And would (he thus my fearch prevent f 
I ftand refolv'd, and dare th' event. 

D j Thus 
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ThnsifuA He mou>m f he margin Vrouto^ 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd his neck ; and from below 
With ftretthing neck advanced a foe : ' 
With wrath his raffled plumes he fears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears; 
Threat anfwef'd threat, his fury- grew, 
Headlong'to meet the war \c flew ; 
But when the wafry death he found, 

He thus lamented* ab He drown'd.* 

» * 

I ne'er hid been in this condition", 
But for my mother's prohibition. 
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FABLE XXI. 

The Rat-catchbk and Cats. 



'T'HErata bynightfiich riiifchiefdrd, 
■*■ Bbttst wai ev'ry morning chid : 
They undermin'd whole fides of tmcorj. 
Her cheefe was fapp'd, her tarts were taken. 
Her parties, (enc'd with thickeft p'afte, 
Were all deraolIlVd, and laid walle. 
Shecurs'd the cat for want oFduty, 
Who left her foea a conllant booty. 
An Engineel, of noted Stilt,' 
Eagag'd to ftbpthe growing ill.-- - ' 

D 4 ) 
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From room eo room he now ftrrwyt 
Their haunt,, their works, their fee,* ways. 
Finds where they 'fcape an ambufcade, ' 
And whence the nightly fallyV made. 

. An envious Cat, from place to place, 

Unfeen, attends his filent pace. 

She (aw that, if his trade went on, 

The purring race mod be undone ; 

So, ftcretly removes his baits, 

And cv'ry ftratagem defeats. , 

Again he fej* the poifon'd toik, 
And Pufs again the labour foils, - 

What foe (to fruitrate my defigns) 
•My fchemes thus nightly countermines / 
Jncens'd, he cries : this very hour 
The wretch (hall bleed beneath my power. 

So faid. A ponderous trap he brought* 
And in the fa£ poor Pufs was caught. 

Smuggler, fays he, thou (halt be made 
A viaim to our iofs of trade. 

- The captive Cat, with piteous mews, ' 
For pardon, life, and freedom fues. 

A filler of the fcience fpare; 
One int'relt is our common care. 

Wfcattofolence! the man reply'd % 
Shall Cats with us the game divide ? 

- We* 



( 
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Were all your interloping band 
Uxtinguifh'd, or expell'd the land, 
We Rat-catchers might raife oar fees, 
Sole guardians of a nation's' cheefe I 

r 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife. 
Thus fpoke, and fav'd her filler's life. 

In ev'ry age and clime we fee, 
, Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 

Each nates his neighbour for encroaching ; 

'Squire fligmatizes 'fquire for poaching ; . 

Beauties with beauties are in arms, - 

And fcandal pelts each other's charms ; 

Xings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 

In hope to make the world their own. 

Fat let us limit our defires ; 

Not war like beauties, kings, and 'fquires I 

For though we both one prey porfue, 
" There's game -enough for us and you. 



i 

* 
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The Gut without *. Be* 



^""pIS certain, that the modifh paflioni 

A Defcend among the crobd, like faQiiom. 
Egcufe me then ; if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
I give to monkeyi, affet, dogi, 
Fleas, owli, goati, butterflies, and hogi. 
1 fay that thefe are proud. What then > 
I never faid, they equal men. 

A Goat (ai vain a» Goat can be) 
Ale&od Angularity. 
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"Whene'er a thymy bank he found. 

He toU'i upon the fragrant ground ; 

And the* with fond attention ftood, 
»Fix'd, o'er his image in the flood. 

I hate my frowzy beard he crie* ; 
My youth i* loft in this difgoife. 
Bid not the female* know my vigour, 
Well might they loath thief ev'rcnd figure, 

4 

RefolvM to fmooth hit fhaggy face* 
He fought the barber of the place, 
A flippant monkey, fprace and /mait* 
Hard by, profefe'd the dapper art, 
His pole with pewter bafons hung* 
Black* rotten teeth fn order ftntng» 
Rang'd cups that in the windW food* 
Lin'd with red Yags, to look like blood, 
Did well his threefold trade explain, 
Who fhav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd? a fAtu 

The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 
Mouth, nofe, and cheek, the lather hides £ 
Light, fmooth, and fwift, the razor glides. . 

I hope your cuftom, Sir, fays Pug* 
Sure never face was half fo fmug \ 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe, 
Swift to the neighbouring hill withdraws ; 
The ihaggy people grinn'd and flar'd. 

i D 6 Heighdair ! 



*o FAB L E S. 

Heighday ! what's here ? without a beard t 
Say, brother, whence the dire difgrace f 
What envious hand bath robfe'd yonr face ? 

When thus the fop with fmiles of fcorn ; 
Are beards by civil nations worn ? 
Ev'n Mufcovite* hayemow'd their chins* 
Shall we, like formal Capucins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 
And bear about the hairy load ? 
Whene'er we through the village ftray, 
Are we not mockM along the way; 
Infulted with loud fhoats of fcorn, 
By boys our beards ditgrac'd and torn? 

i 
t 

Were yon no more with Goats to dwell* 
Brother, I grant you reafon well, 
Replies a bearded chief. Befide, 
If boys can mortify thy pride, 
How wilt thou Hand the ridicule 
Of our whole flock ? afecled fool ! 
Coxcombs, diftinguifh'd from the refk, 
To all but coxcombs are a jeJL 



FABLE 
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FAB L E XXIII. 

The Old Woman and her Cats. 



The matron, who conduct abroad] 
A willing nymph, is thought a biw'd ; 
And if a mod eft girl u feen 
With one who cares a lover's fpleen, 
We gnefi her, not extremely nice, 
And only wilh to know ber price. 
*Tis thnij that on the choice of friend* 
Our good or nil name depend). 

A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
lefide a little fmoaky flame 
Sate hov'ring, pinch'd with age and frofti. 
Her uriieU'd bands, with yeia* enbe&'d, 
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Upon her ktfee* Irerweijght firAalns, 
. While palfy (hook her craay bruins : 
She mumbles forth her backward fray'riv 
An iin&fcm'd feoldof Jburfcore ycafs. 
About her fwarm'd a nom'rons brood 
Pf Cats, who lank with hanger mew'd. . 
Teats'd with their cries, her cho)er grew. 
And thus (he fpotter'd. Hence, ye otwy 
Fool that I was, to entertain - ; 

• Such imp*, fuch fiends, a hellifli train t. 
Had ye been never boni'd and nu«*d, 
Jp.hr a witch had ne'er been c«rs*d, ' 
To you I owe, that crouds of boyi- v* *• . 
Worry me with eternal rioife ; 
Straws. lsMacrofs, my pace retard, , ' 
The horfe-fhoe's nftii'd (each threiholdY guard) 
The ttunted broom the wenches hide, 
For fear that I fhould op and tide ; 
They flick with pms my bleeding' fear, 
And bid me (how my fecirt teat. * x 

To hear yon prate wotrld it* a firinr ; 

Who hath moft reafon of complaint f 

Replies a Cat* Lee's come to proof. 

Had we ne'er ftarv f 4 beneath year roof, 

We had, tike others of oar race, 

In credit liv'd a* beaftk of chace. J 

? Tis infamy 1 to ferve a hag ; 

Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag ; 

And boys againft our fives combine," 

Becaufc, 'til ftid, your cats have nine. ■ ■ * * 

FABLE 



fables;. 6$ 

- fable xxiv. 

The BvTTiiFLY lad the Skaji. 



A IX upfiam, intelcut In ptace, 
RfttinduJ of their *u!gif rate* 

As, in the funfhina of the morn, 
A Butterfly (bat newly bora) 
Sate proudly perking on a roJt j 
With pert conceit hit botom gfowtj 
His wing* (all-glorioai to bchoW) 
Scdropt with asure, jot and gold. 
Wide he difplayi ; the {paneled dew 
Refledls hit eye*, and varioai hue. 

Hit nowforjotteo friend, m Snail, 
Beneath hi* houfe, with flimy trail 
Crawls o'er the graft ; whom when be fpies, 
In wrath he to toe gard'aw erieij . 
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Whit means yon peafant's daily toil, 

From choaking weeds to rid the foil f 
' Why wake you to the morning's care ? 

Why with news arts correct the year ? 

Why glows the peach with crimfon hue? 

And why the plumb's inviting blue i 

Were they to feaft his tafle defign'd, 

That vermin of voracious kind r 

Cru(h then the flow, the pilf 'ring race ; 

So purge thy garden from difgrace. 
What arrogance ! the Snail reply M ; 

How infolent is upftart pride ! 

Had'fl thou not thus with infult vain, 
. Provok'd my patience to complain, 

I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 
k Nor traced thee to the fcum of earth* 

For fcarce nine funs have wak'd the hours. 

To fwell the iruit, and paint the fiow'rs, 

Since I thy humbler life furvey'd, 

In bale, in fordid guife array'd; 

A hideolis infect, vile, unclean, 

You dragg'd a flow and noifome train ; 

And from your fpider-bowels drew 

Foul film, and fpun the dirty clue.' 

I own my humble life, good friend ; 

Snail was I born, and Snail fhall end. 

And what's, a Butterfly f At beft, 

He's but a caterpillar, drefl ; 

And all thy race (a numerous feed) 

Shall prove of caterpillar breed* 

FABLE 
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FABLE XXV. 

The Scold and the Pahot, 



*■¥"■ HE hatband that reprov'd hit wife : 
Who dealt in (Under, livci in iirife. 
Art thon the herald of difgrace, 
Denouncing war to all thy race i 
Can nothing quell thy thnnden rage, 
Which fpares nor friend, nor lex, nor age t 
That vixen tongue of yoor*#, my dear, 
A] aims our neighbour* far and near. 
Good Godi 1 'tii like a rolling river. 
That murm'ring flows, and Bowl for em I 
Ne'er tir'd, perpetual difcord fowingl 
Like fame, it gather* Arcn^gth by going. 

Heighdap 
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Heighday f the flippant tongue replies, 
How folemn is the fool ! how wife ! 
Ii flattie's choice* gift debarr'd I 
Naj^ f www* ne* * for I wtU be beard* 
Women of late are finely ridden, , 
A parrot's privilege forbidden ! 
Vou praife his talk, his fqualling fong; 
Sat wive* are always in the wrong* 
Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers,, daughters, anms, and nieces r . 
She ra» the Parrot's language o'er, , 
Bawd* huffy, drunkard, flatter*, whorC; . , 
On all the fex (he vents her fury, 
Trie* and condemns without a jury. . 

At once the torrent of her words 
A'larm'ibcatj monkey, dogs and birds & 
All join their forces to confound her; 
Pufi fpifs', the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelprug cor her heels aftsjults ; 
The magpye blabs oatall her raults; 
Poll, in the uproar, from bis cage, * 
With this rebuke out fcresw'd her rage#* 

A Parrot is far talking pria'd; 
But pfattMng women are defpw^d. 
She who attacks another's honour, 
Draws every living thing upon her. ' 

Think, Madam, whttvyou ftretch yonr lungs, * 
That sill your neighbours too have tongues. 
One flander nmft fen thoufand get, 
The world wkh. int'ialt pays the debt.» 

FABLE 
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F A B t E XXVI. 

The Co ft and the Mtlfi ft. 



A Sneaking Car, the mailer's fpy, 
** Rewarded for his daily He, ■ 
With fectet jealoufies and fear* 
Set all together by the ears. 
Poor PuCj to-dsy «a in difgraee, 
Another eat fapply'd hei* ptace ; 
The hound wat beat, the Rfaftid 1 clifcf. 
The nvookey wutiMroontfbrbid ; 
Each to bit deoreft frren d grew fhy. 
And none could tell the reafon why. 
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A pfan to rob the fotffe was laid, - 
- The thief with -J 0¥e fedoe'dthe maid ;. 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ftrok'd his head. 
And bought bis fec^fywith bread. ; ... 
He next the MaftifF's honour try'd, 
Whofe honeft jaws the bribe defy'd. 
He ftretch'd his hand to proffer more; 
The flirty dog his fingers tore* 

Swift ran the Cur ; with indignation 
• The mailer took his information. * 

Hang him, the villain's curs'd, he cries j L 
! And round his neck the halter tiesy 

The Dog his bumble fait preferr , d > 
r And beg'd in juftice to be heard* 
The mailer fat. - On either hand - 
> The cited dogs confronting ft'and ; 
The Cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates. * 

Judge not unheard, the Maftiff cry'd, 
But weigh the caufe of either fide. 
Think not that treach'ry can \>t juft* 
Take not informers words on truft. . 
They ope their band to ev'ry pay, 
And you and me by tutus- betray. 

He fpoke. And all the truth appeared, 
The Cur was hang'd, the MaftilFcIeartL 



FABLE 
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FABLE XXVIL 
The Sick Mam and the Angel. 



T S there no hope r the fick man faid. 
1 The filem doctor ftook hi* head. 
And took hit leave with figns ot farrow, 
Defpairing of hit fee to-morrow. 

When thus the Man with gafping breath ; 
I feel the chilling wound of death : 
Since 1 mull bid the world adieu. 
Let me my former life review. 
1 grant) my bargain.* well were made, 
But all men over reach in trade ; 
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9 Tis felf-defence ht esdi profeffion, 
Sore felf-de/ence is no traafgrefiion. 
The little portion in my hands. 
By good fecurity on lands, 

My juftice to-myfelf and heir*, 
Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 
For want of good fuJEcient bail % 
If I by writ, or-bond, or deed, 
Reduc'd a family to need, 
My will hath made the world amends; 
My hope on charity depends. 
* When I am numbered with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read, 
By heav'h and earth 'twill then be known, 
' My charities were amply mown. 

An Angel came. Ah friend ! be cry'd, 
1 No more in ftatt'ring hope confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former timet 
Outweigh die balance of thy crimes f 
What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with' length of days tf 
A p'\ous anion's in thy power, 
Embrace with joy the happy hour. 
Now, while yon draw the vital air» 
Prove your intention is fincere. 
This infant give* a hundred pound ; 
Your neighbours want, and yon abound. 



Bat 
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Bat why ftich-hafte, the fick man whines ; 
Who knows as yet what heav'n defigna ? 
Perhaps T may recover Hill, 
That fum and more are in my will* 

Fool, fays the Vifion., now^tis plain, 
Your life, your foul, your heav'n was gain* 
From ev'ry fide, with all your might, 
You fcrap'd and fcrap'd beyond your right; 
And after death would fain atone, . 
By giving what is not your own. 

While there Is life, there's hope* he cry'd ; 
Then why.fnch hafte? (bgfota'd and dy'd. 



S 
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F A B L E XXVIII. 

The PiisnH, the Svn, and the Ci.ouo. 



T S there a bard whom genius fires, 
■* Whofe ev'ry thought the God inspires i 
When envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, (he rail*. Hie raves, Ihe pines ; 
Her hiding fnalces with venom fwell ; 
She calls her venal train from hell : 
The fervile Bend* her ood obey, 
And all Curl's author* arc in pay, 
Fame calls op calumny and fpite, 
Thus ftwdow owes its birth to light. 

As proftrate to the God of day. 
With heart devout, a Perfian lay. 
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His invocation thus began. 

Parent of light, all- feeing Sun, 
Prolific beam, whofe rays difpenfe 
The various gifts of providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer, 
Smile on our fields, and blefs the year. 
A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue. 
The day with fudden darknefs hung ; 
With pride and envy fwelPd aloud, 
A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud. 

Weak is this gaudy God of thine,, 
Whom r at will forbid to mine. 
Shall I nor vows, nor incenfe know ? 
Where praife is due, the praife beftbw* 

With fervent zeal the Pcrfian mov'd, 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd. 
It was that God, who claims my prayer, 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there ; 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy fubftance is but plainer fhown, 
A pafling gale, a puff of wind 
Pifpels thy thickeft troops combin'd. 

The gale arofe ; the vapour toft 
(The /port of winds) in air was loft; 
The glorious orb the day refines* 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit mines* 

E FAB' 



FABLES. 

FABLE XXIX. 
The Fox it the point of Death. 



A FOX, in life's extreme decay, 

Weak, lick and faint, expiring lay j 
All appetite had left his maw. 
And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His num'roos race around him ftand 
To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd hie head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 
Ah, tons 1 from evil ways depart : 
My crimei lie heavy on my heart. 
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See, fee, the murder'd geefe appear ! 
Why are thofe bleeding turkeys there ? 
Why aU around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my ears for chicken (lain ? 

The hungry Foxes round them ftar'd, 
And for the promis'd feaft prepar'd. 

Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor turkey, goofe, nor hen is here. 
Thefe are, the phantoms of your brain > 
And your fons lick their lips in vain. 

O gluttons ! fays the drooping fire, 
Reflrain inordinate defire. 
Your liquMfti tafle you (hall deplore, 
When peace of confcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace? 

* 

And gins and guns deftroy our race ? 

Thieves dread the fearching eye of pow'r, 

And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us fhall know) 

Now puts a period to my woe. 

Would you true happinefs attain, 

Let honefty your paifions rein ; 

So live in credit and efteem, 

And the good name you loft, redeem. 



The counfel's good, a Fox replies, 
Could we perform what you advife. 

E z 
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Think what our anceftors haver done ; 
A line of thieves from fon to fon : 
To lis defcends the long difgrace, 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 
Though we, like harmlefs flieep, lhould feed^ 
^f oneft in thought, in word, and deed ; 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas'd, 
We mall be thought to (hare the feaft. 
The charge (hall never be believ'd, 
A loft good name is ne'er retriev'd. 

' Nay, then replies the feeble Fox, 
{But hark ! I hear a hen that clocks) 
Go, but be mod'rate in your food ; 
A Chicken too might do me good* 



FABLE 
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FA B .L E XXX. 

TheSgTTi^.DoGaidthePjUTnii 



*T»HE ranging Dog the Hubble triei, 

Andfearchei ev'ry breeze that fiies; 
The fcent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covey near;. 
The men, in filence, far behind, 
Confcious of game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wife. 
The fraudful preparation fpies ; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood ;< 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood ; ■ 
But ere her certain wing Ihe tries, 
Thni to the creeping fpaniel cries, 

E i Thou 
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Thou fawning flave to m*n*s deceit, 
Thou pimp of luxury, fneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace, 
Dogs mould difown thee of their race ! 
For if I judge their native parts, 
They're born with honeft open hearts ; 
And, ere they ferv'd man's wicked ends, 
Were gen'rous foes, or real friends. 

When thus the Dog with fcornful fmile : 
• Secure of wing, thou dar'ft revile. ^ 
Clowns are to polifh'd manner* blind, 
How ign'rant is the ruflic mind ! 
My worth, fagacious courtiers fee, 
And to preferment rife, like me. 
The thriving pimp, who beauty, fets, 
Hath oft' enhane'd a nation's debts : 
Friend fets hU friend, without regard; 
And miniflers his fkiil reward : 
Thus train'd by man, I learnt his ways, 
And growing favour feafls my days. 

I might have guefs'd, the Partridge faid, 
The place where you were train'd and fed ; 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 
Ape to a hair their mailer's vice. 
Yoo came- from court, you fay. Adieu, 
She faid, and to the covey flew. 



FABLE 
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FABLE XXXI. 
The Univerfal Apparition. 



A RAKE, by ev'/y paflion rol'd 
■** With ev'ry vice his youth had cool'd ; 
TJifeafe hit tainted blood a flails ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails : 
With fecret ills at home he pines, 
And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penfive fits, 
And raves, and prays, and fwears by fits ; 
A ghaftly phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him rofe, and thns began, 

£ 4 My 
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My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your car * 
Attend, and beadvis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r* 
Can give the heart a chearful hour* 
'When health is loft. Be timely wife ; 
With health all tafte of pleafure flies. 

Thusfaid, the phantom difappears,, 
The wary connfel wak'd his fears : 
He now from all excefs abftains, 
With phyfick purifies his veins ; 
And, to procure a fober life, 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite afcends, 

Where 'el' he walks his ear attends ; 

Infiouates that beauty's frail, 
, That perfeverance mull prevail ; 

With jealoufies his brain inflames, 
. And whifpers all her lovers names* 

Jn other hours (he reprefents 

His houfhold charge, his annual rents* 

Increasing debts, perplexing duns, 

And nothing for his younger fans. 

Strait all his thought to gain he turns* 
And with the thirft otf lucre burns. 
But when poflefs'd of fortune's ftore, 
The Speclre haunts him more and more} 
Sets want and mi fery in view, 
Bold thieves, and all the murdering crew ; 

Alarm 
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Alarms him with /eternal frights, 
Infefts his dream, or wakes his nights. 
How fhajl he chafe this hideous gueft ? 
Tow'r may perhaps protect his reft* 
JTo pow'r he rofe. Again the Sprite 
'Befets him morning, noon and night ! . 
Talks of Ambition's tott'ring feat, 
How Envy perforates the great, 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, , 
And what difgrace his fall attends* 

The court he quits to fly from Care,. 
And feeks the peace of rural air : . 
His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours ; ; 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flowers. ' 
But Care again his fteps purfues; , 
Warns him of blafts, of blighting dews. . 
"Of plund'ring inie&s, frails and rains, 
And droughts that.ftarv'd the laboured plains*.. 
Abroad, at 'home, the Spe&re's there : 
In vain we feek to fly from Care. . 
At length he thus the Ghoft addreft, 
Since thou mult be my conftant gueft,, 
Be kind, and fellow me no more ; 
for. Care by right fhould go before, . 
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FABLE XXXIT. 
two Owl* and tk S f a i » o w. 



*-[* W O formal Owls together fat, 
Conferring thus in fclemn chat. 
How is the modern tafte decay'd ! 
Where's the refpeft to wifdom paid f 
Our worth the Grecian fages knew j 
They gave our fires the honour due ; 
They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 
And pry 'd into the depth .of Owls. 
Athens, the feat of learned fame, 
With gen'ral voice rever'd our name ; 
On merit, title was confcrr'd. 
And allador'd th' Athenian bird. 
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Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The folemn mate, with half-fhut eyes ; 
Right. Athens was the feat of learning, 
And truly wifdom is difcerning. 
B elides, on Pallas' helm we fit, 
The type and ornament of wit : 
But now, alas! we're quite negle&ed, 
And a pert Sparrow's more refpe&ed. 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd betide, • 
O'erhears them foeth each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his hdat. 

Who meets a fool muft find conceit. 
I grant, you were at Athens grac'd, 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd, 
But ev'ry bird that wings the fky, 
Except an Owl, can tell you why. ' 
From hence they taught their fchools to know 
How falfe we judge by outward mow ; 
That we mould never looks efteem, 
Since fools as wife as you might kern. • 
Would ye contempt and fcorn avoid, - 
Let your vain -glory be deftroy'd : 
Humble your arrogance of thought, 
Furfue the ways by Nature taught ; ' 
So (hall you find delicious fare, 
And grateful farmers praife your care : 
So Hi all {leek mice your chace reward. 
And no keen cat find more regard* 

£ 6 F A B L B 
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FABLE XXXIU. 
The CoutTiet and PtOTsus. 



"lirHenii'it a courtier's out of place, 
* V The country inciters hit difgiace ; 
Where, doom'd to eaercifc and health. 
His hoiife and gardens own hit wealth. 
He builds new fchemes in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip'* Ton, would fain be doingj 
And fighi for other realms to ruin. 

As oncof theie (without hi* wand) 
Penfive, along the winding 'iband 
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Employed th* folitary boar, 
In projects tp regain hk pow'r $ 
The waves in (jrcadiog circlet f an, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began* 

Came you from Court ? For in your mien 
A felf- important air is feen. 

He frankly owm'd few friends bad tticlc'd hi** 
And how he fell his party'* viftim. 

Know, faye the God, by mat chiefs flull 
I change to ev'ry fhape at will ; 
But yet I'm told, at-court you fee 
Thofe who prcftrmc to rival mc« 

Thus faid. A fnake with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends bis fcaly mail* 

Know, fays the Man, though proud in place, 
All courtiers areof reptile race. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Baflc in the fun, and fly the form ; 
With malice hifs, with envy glote, 
And for convenience change their coat $ 
With new-got luftre rear their head, 
Though on a dunghill born and bred. 

Sudden the God a lion (lands ; 
He fhakes his mane, he fpurns the fands; 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 
A wolffian afs, a fox, a bear. 

Had 
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Had I ne'er Jiv'd at court, he cries, 
Such transformation might furprife ; 
Bat there, in quell of daily game. 
Each able courtier a£ts the fame. 
Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and fellows are their chafe* 
They play the bear's and fox's part ; 
Now rob by force, now fteal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenate bray ; 
Or, Ihang'd again to beafls of prey, 
Down from the lion to the ape, 
Pra&ife the frauds of ev'ry ihape. 

So faid. Upon the God he flies, 
In cords the ftruggling captive ties. 

Now, Proteus, now, to (truth compell'd) 
Speak* and cohfefs thy art excell'd. 
Ufe ftrength, furprife, or what you will,. 
The courtier finds evafions flill : 
Not to be bound by any ties, 
And never forc'd to leave his lies* 



FABLE 
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ABLE XXXIV. 



'T'HOSE who in quarrels interpofe, 
■* Mud often wipe a bloody nofe. 

A Maftiff, of true Englifh blood, 
Lov'd lighting better than bis food. 
When dogs were fnarling for a bone, 
He long'd to make the war his own, 
. And often found (when two contend) 
To interpofe obtain'd his end j 
He glory'd in his limping pace ; 
The fcar.s of honour feam'd his face ; 
In cv'ry limb a galh appears, 
And frequent fights retrenched his ears. 

As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dog) engag'd in noify war, 
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Away he fcouri and lays about bin, 
Refolv'd no fr*y Jhonld be withpntblm. 

Forth from his yard a tanner flit*, 
And to the bold intruder crict. 

A cudgel fhall .correct your manner*. 
Whence fprung this cor fed hate to tannerj ? 
While on my dog yon vent your fpite r 
Sirrah 1 'til me you dare not bite. 
To Tee the battle thus perplexM, 
With equal rage o batcher vex'd, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming from the circled crowd, 
To the curs'd Mafliff cries aloud. 
Both Hockley -hole and Mary-bone 
, The combats of my Dog have known. 
He ne'er, like bullies coward- hearted, 
' Attacks in public, to be parted, 
Think not, rafh fool, to ware hit fame : 
Be hit the honour or the fhame. 

Thill faid, tlieji Twore^aod rav'd like thunder J 
Then dragg'd their faften'd dogt afunder ; 
While clnbt and kick* from every fide 
Kebounded from the .Maftiff*i hide. 
a A J!, re * w,1 B n °w with fweat and blood, 
-;he parted warriors flood. 
J r'd iinon the meddling foe ; 
med, howl'd and fprawl'd below. 
,nnd limping from the fray, 
"to. wygltd, bfiliXd awaj. 

*A»L* 
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FABLE XXXV. 

The Bakliy-Mow and the Duncii ill. 



TT OW-many fancy airi we meet 

** From Temple bar to Aldgate ftreet r 

Proud rogues, who (har'd (he South-Sea prey* 

And (prong like roufh rooms in a day I 

They think it mean, to condefcend 

To know a brother or a friend ; 

They blulh to hear their mother*! name, 

And by their pride expofe their flume. 
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As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, 
He flopped, and leaning on his fork, 
Obferv'd the flail's inceffant work. 
In thought he meafur'd all his Here, 
His geefe, his bogs, he number'd o'er; 
In fancy weigh'd the flaeces (horn, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn, 

A Barley-mow, which flood befide, 
Thus to its muling mailer cry'd. 

Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negleft and flight ? 
Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
Ajid raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrae'd, 
Aad that vile Dunghilfriear me placed ? 
Are thofe poor fweepings of a groom, 
That filthy fight, that naufeous fume, 
Meet objects here ? Command it hence : 
A thing fo mean mull give offence. 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd. 
Thy mailer hears, and mocks thy pride ; 
Infult not thus the meek and low ; 
In me thy benefactor know ; 
My warm afiiflance gave thee birth, 
Or thou had 11 perilh'd low in earth ; 
But upftarts, to fupport their ftation, 

Cancel at once all obligation. 

FABLE 
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Fable xxxvi. 

PrTHAooBA! and (he Cowmtrymak. 



pYTHAC'KAs rofe at early dawn, 
By Toacing meditation drawn, 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
Through flow'ry fields he took hi i way. 
In mofing contemplation warm, 
Hiifleps milled him to a farm, 
Where, on the ladder's topmolt round, 
Apeafant ftood ; the hammer's found 
Shook the wepk barn. Say, friend, wbat car* 
Calls for thy honelt labonr there ? 

The Clown, with furly voice replies, 
Vengeance aloud for juftice cries. 
Thii kite, by daily rapine fed, 
My hens annoy, my turkeys dread. 
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At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 
See on the wall his wings difplay'd, 
Here nail'd a terror to his kind, 
My fowls fhall future fafety find ; 
My yard the thriving poultry fecd 9 
And my barn's refufe fat the breed. 

Friend, fays the Sage, the doom is wife; 
For pnblick good the murd'rer dies. 
But if thefe tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentence fo fevere, 
Think how the glutton man devours y 
What bloody feafts regale his hoars I 
O impudence of power and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
"When thou, perhaps, carniv'roas (inner, 
Hadft pullets yefterday for dinner 1 

Hold, cry'd the Clown, with paffion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 
When heav'n the world with creatures ftor'd* 
Man was ordain'd their fov'reign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaft, the Sage reply'd, 
Whofe murders fpring from power and pride* 
Own then this manlike kite k (lain 
Thy greater lux'ry to fuftain ; 
For* " Petty rogues fubmit to fate, 
" That great ones may enjoy their date," 

• Garth** Dispensary, 

FABLB 
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FABLE XXXVII. 
The FakmiVs With and the Raveh. 



"VJIT H Y are thofc teari i why droops your heads } 
" Is then your other hnfband dead f 
Or does a worfe difgrace betide? 
Hath no one fince his death apply'd ? 

Alas 1 you know the caufe too well ; 
The fait is fpilt, to me it fell. • 
Then, to contribute to my loft, 
My knife and folic were laid acrofs ; 
On Friday too ! the day I dread ! 
Would I were fafe at home in bed ! 
Laft night (I vow to heav'n 'tis true) * . 
Bounce from the fire a coffin flew 
Next poft fome fatal news fliall tell, 
God fend my Cornifh friends be well ! 

Unhappy widow, ceafe thy tears, 
Nor feel affliction in thy fears. 
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Let not' thy flomach be fufpended ; 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended; 
And when the butler clears the table, 
For thy defert, I'll read my fable. 

Betwixt her fwagging pannier's load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware ; 
When, ftarting from her filver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her fere am. 

That raven on yon left hand oak 
(Curfe on his ill-betiding croak) 
Bodes me no good. No more (he faid, 
When poor blind Ball, with Humbling tread, 
"Fell prone ; o'erturn'd the pannier lay, 
And her mafh'd eggs beftrow'd the way. 
She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
RaiPd, fwore and curs'd. Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whorefon throat I 
* I knew misfortune in the note. 

Dame, quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths, 
Unclench your fill, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofe curfes thrown f ' 
Goody, the fault was all your own ; 
For had you laid this brittle ware, 
On Dun, the old fure footed mare, 
Tfiough all the Ravens of the hundred, 
With croaking had your tongue out-thunder'd. 
Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, : 
' And you, good woman, fav'd your eggs. 

FABLE 
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F A B V E XXXVIII. 
The T ir ft k e y and the Ant. 



I N other men we faults can fpy, 

■*■ And blame the moat that dims their eye, 

Each Httle fpeck and blemifh find, 

To our own ftronger errors blind. 

A Turkey tir'd of common food, 
Forfook the barn, and- fought the wood ; 
Behind her ran her infant train, 
Collecting here and there a grain, 
Draw near, my birds, the moiher criet, 
This hill delicious fare fupplies ; 
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Behold, the bu Cy Negro race, 
See, millions blacken all the £lace 
Fear not. Like me with freedom eat ; 
An Ant if mod delightful meet. 
How btefs'dy bow cnvy'd were oar life, 
Could we bat 'fcape the poult'rer's knife ! 
But man, cars'd man, on Turkey preys* 
And Chriftmas Shortens all oar days : 
Sometimes with oyfters we combine* 
Sometimes affift the fav'ry chine* 
From the low peafant to the lord* , 

The Turkey fmokes en ev'ry board* . 
Sure men for gluttony are cars'd, 
Of the fev'n deadly fins the worfh 

An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 
Thus anfwer'd from the neighb'ring beech. 
Ere you remark another's fin, 
Bid thy own con fcience look within; 
Controul thy more voracious bill* 
Mbr for a breakfaft nations kill. 



F ABLE 
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FABLE XXXIX^ 

The Father and J V r 1 r 1 a. 



*T , H E Man to Jova hit fuit preferr'd ; 

He begg'd a wife. His prayer was hcari. 
Jove wondcr'd at hit hold addreffing ; 
For how precarious is the bleffing : 

A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries heav'n with prayers. 
Jove nods affeDt. Two hopeful boys 
And a fine girl reward hit joys. 

Now, more felicitous he grew, 
And fee their future lives in vicwa 



\ 
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He fawthat all refpeft and duty 

Were paid to wealth, to power, and beauty. 

Once more, he cries, accept my prayer ; 

Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 

Let my firft hope, my fav'rite boy, 

-AH fortune's rich ell gifts enjoy. 

My next with itrong ambition fire : 

May favour teach him to afpire ; , 

Till he- the ficp of pow'r afcend, 

And, courtiers to their idol bend. 
. With ev*ry grace, with tv y ry charm, 

My daughter's perfect features arm. 

If Heav'n approve,- a Father's blefs'd. 
. Jove fmiles, and grants his full requefl. 

- The firft, a mifer at the heart, 
Studious of ev'ry griping art, 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain 3 
And all his life devote? to gain. 
He feels' ho joy, hfe care's en create, 
He neither wakes nor deeps in peace ; 
In fancy'd want (a wretch corapleat) 
He ftarves, and yet he dares not eat. 

The next to fudden honours grew : 
The thriving art of courts he knew : 
He reach* d the height of power and place ; 
Then fell, the viclim of difgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom fupplies 

His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes. 

The 
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The vain coquette each fait difdains, 
And glories in her lover's pains. 
With age. (he fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, fee pines and dies. 

When Jove the Father's grief furvey'd, 
And heard him Heav'n and Fate upbraid, 
Thus fpoke the God. By outward ftiow f 
Men judge of happinefs and woe : 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direft th' eternal will ? 
Seek virtue ; and, of that pofTeft* 
Yo Providence refign the reft. 



Fi 
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FABLE XL. 
The Two Mohkbts. 



*npH E learned, full of inward pride, 
"*■ The Fops of outward (how deride: 
The Pop, with learning at defiance. 
Scoffs at the pedant, and the (Hence : 
The Don, a formal, folemn ftrntter, 
Defpifes Monfiear's airs and flutter j , 
While Monfienr mocks the formal fool, 
Who looks, and fpeakt, and walks by rale. 
Britain, a medley of the twain, 
A* pen ai France, as grave at Spain ; 



* ' 
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In Fancy wifer than the reft, 

Laughs at them both, of both the jeft. 

Is not the poet's chiming clofe 

Cenfur'd by all the fons of profe ? 

While bards of quick imagination 

JDefpife the fteepy profe narration* ) 

Men laugh at Apes, they men contemn $ 

For what are we, but Apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No critic* had a Tourer air : 
They forcM their way through draggled folks, 
Who gap'd to catch Jack-pudding's jokes ; 
Then totk their tickets for the mow, 
And got by chance, the foremoft row. 
To fee their grave, obferving face, * 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 

Brother, fays Pug, and turn'd his head* 
The rabble's monHroufly ill-bred* 

Now through the booth load liiiTes ran; 
Nor ended till the (how began. 
The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round, 
With fomerfets he (hakes the ground ; 
The cord beneath the dancer fprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulter fwings ; 
Diftorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twilled arms afcends'g 
The crowd, in wonder and delight,- 
With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

^3 
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J With fmiles, quoth Pug, if pranks like thefe 
The giant Apes of reafon pleafe, 
How would they wonder at our arts ; 
They mail adore us for our parts. 
High on the twig I've feen you cling j 
Play, twift and turn in airy ring : 
How can thofe clumfy things like me, 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
Sut yet, by this applaufe, we find 
Thefe emulators of our kind 
Difcern onr worth, our parts regard* 
Who our mean mimics thus reward* 

Brother, the grinning mate replies, 
In this I grant that Man is wife. 
While good example they purfue, 
We muft allow fome praife is due $ 
Sut when they ftrain beyond their guide, 
1 laugh to fcorn the mimic pride, 
For how fantaftic is the fight, '"" * 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Becaufe we fometimes walk on two i 
I hate the imitating crew. 
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FABLE XLI. 
The O w t and the F a r m ( 



A N Owl of grave deport and mien, 
■"• Who (like the Turk) was feldom feen, 
Within a barn had chofe his Itation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation. ■ 
Upon a beam aloft he fit*. 
And nods, and feems to think by fits.; 
So have I feen a man of news, 
Or Port-boy, or Gazette perafe i 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. 
Sheaves pi I'd on (heaves, hid all the floor. 
At. dawn of morn, to view his Aore 
F 4 
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The Farmer came. Theliooting gueft 
His felf-importance thus expreft. 

Reafon in man is mere pretence \ 
How weak, how (hallow is his fenfe ? 
To treat with fcorn the Bird of night, 
Declares his folly, or his fpite. • 
Then too, how partial is his praise ! 
The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays 
To his ill-judging ears are fine \ 
And nightingales are all divine. 
But the more knowing feather'd race 
See, wifdom ftamp'd upon my face. 
Whene'er 1 to vifit light I deign, 
What flock* of fowl compote my train 1 
like flares they croud my flight behind, 
And own me of fuperior kind. 

The Farmer langh'd, and thus reply'd : 
; Thou dull important lump of pride, 
• Bar 'ft thou with that harfh grating tongue, 
I>epreciate birds of warbling fong ? 
Indulge thy fpleen. Jtnoto men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art an Owl. 
Befides* proud Blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call'ft thy flaves and train. 
Few follow wifdom or her rules ; 
Fools in derifum follow fools* 
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FABLE XXLII. 
The JoooLiu. 



A Juocier long through all -the towa. 
** Had rais'dhii fortune an.drenown;. 
You'd think (To far hU art tranfcends) . 
The devil at hit fingers. ends. 

Vice heard hi* ii*mc, the read his 'Ui±J ; 
Conrinc'd of his inferior (kill, 
She fought his booth, and ftam die crowd 
Dcf/d the jnan«f art a.loud, ■ . ■ ' 
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Is this then lie fo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 
Pares he with me dilute the prize ? 
t leave it to impartial eyes. 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, 'Tis done. 
In fcien.ee I fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play'd ; 
By turns, this here, that there, convey'd. 
The cards obedient to his words* 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 
His little boxes change the grain : 
'Trick after trick deludes the train. 
He fhakes his bag, he ihews all fair ; 
His lingers fpead, and nothing there ; 
Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold, 
And now his iv'ryeggs are told. 
Sut when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'dfpe&ators hum applaofe. 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place 
".With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking-glafs, (he cries, , 
{There hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Bach eager eye the fight defir'd, 
And evVy man himfelf admir'd. 

Next, to a fenator addreffing ; 
See this bank-note ; obferve the blefing, 
Breathe on the Bill. Heigh, pals ! 9 Tis gone. 
"Upon his lips a padlock flume* 
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A fecond puff the magic broke ; 
The padlock vanifh'd, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board, 
All fall, with heady liquor ftor'd, 
By clean conveyance difappear, 
And now two bloody fwords are there* 

A purfe me to a thief expos'd ; 
At once his ready fingers cjos'd. 
He opes his lift, the treasure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its Head. 

She bids ambition hold ? wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet ip his hand. 

A^box of charityine mows. 
Blow here ; and a church-warden blows, 
'Tis vanifh'd with conveyance neat, 
And on the table-fmokes a treat* 

She makes the dice, the board ihe knocks, 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreft. * 

This picture fee ; her fhape her breaft I 
What youth, and what inviting eyes! 
Hold her, and have her. With furprife, 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, 
And a loud laugh proclaimed his ills. 

A counter, in a mifer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
She bids his heir the fum retain, 
And 'tis a counter now again. 

F 6 \ 
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, A guinea with her touch you fee 
Take evYy fhape, but Charity ; 
And not one thing yon faw, or drew, 
But chang'd* from what was firft raviewV 

The Juggler'riow in grief of heart, 
With this frbmiffidn owri'diie'r art. 
Can I fuch matchlefs flight witfcftand ! 
How pra&ic* hath fcnprov'd yoorhaad ! 
But now arid tiien I cheat the throng; 
Youcv'ry day, and- all day long. 



> 
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The Co vkcii of Honii, 



T T PON a time a neighing Heed, 

Who.graz'd among ail um'rousibreed, 
With mutiny h*d fir'd the nam, 
And fpread diflention through the plain. 
On matters that concern'd the Hate 
The council met in grand debate. 
A colt, whofeeye-ballsflarfl'd whh ire. 
Elate with ftrength and youthful, fire. 
In haSe-flept forth before- the jeft, 
And thus the Uil'ning thrsng add reft, 
Goodgodi! how abject isourrate, 
■Condemn'd to ilav'iy and difgrace I 
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Shall we our fervitudc retain, 

Becaufe our fires have borne the chain t . 

Coniider, friends, your ftrength and might, 

*Ti« conquell to aflert your right. -,-5 

How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 

The pride of man is our reproach. 

Were we defign'd for daily toil r N •» 

To drag the plough^fhare through the foil, ^ 

To fweat in harnefs through the road ? 

To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 

How feeble are the two legg'd kind ! 

What force is in our nerves combin'a* ! 

•Shall then our nobler jaws fubmit 

To foam and champ the galling bit? 

Shall haughty man my back beflride ? 

Shall the fharp fpur provoke my fide ? 

Forbid it, heav'ns ! Reject the rein ; 

Your fhame, your infamy difdain. . . $ 

Let hinxthe Lion firft controul, 

And' ftill the tyger't famiih'd growl. 

Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 

And make him tremble at our name. 

A general nod approv'd the caufe, 
And all the circle neigh'd applaufe. 

When; lo ! with grave and folemn pace, 
A Steed advanced before the race, 
With age and long experience wife ; 
Around he caft his thoughtful eyes, 

And, 



FABLES. itf 

And, to the murmurs of the train, 
Thus fpoke the Neftor of the plain. 

When I had health and ftrength, like you, 
The toils of fervitude I knew. 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 
And gives me all thefe wide domains. 
At will I crop the year's increafe ; 
My latter life is reft and peace. 
I grant to man we lend our pains. 
And aid him to correal the plains. 
But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the labours of the year f 
How many thoufand ftru&ures rife, 
To fence us from inclement ikies ! 
For us he bears the fultry day, 
And ftores up all our winter's hay. 
He fows, he reaps the harveft's gain* 
We (hare the toil, and (hare the grain. 
Since ev'ry creature was decreed 
To aid each other's mutual need, 
Appeafe your difcontented mind, 
And att the part by heav'n affign'd. 

The tumult ceas'd. The colt fubmitted* 
And, like his anceftors, was bitted. 
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FABLE XL1V. 

The Hound and the Honthmah. 



1 MptKTINSNCE at frit IS 00m 

With heetJJefs flight, or fmiles of fcorn j 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears \ 

The noify fool who perfeveres } 

The momiing wafcei, *ht Huntfinan feunds 
At once rulh forth the joyful hound*. 
ek the wood with eager pace, 
h bu(h, through brier explore the chace. 
itter'd wide, they try the plain, 
ff the dewy turf in vain. 

What 
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What care, what induftry, what paint ! 
What universal filence reigns. 

Jtingwobd, a !Dog of *U«le fanre* . 
Voong, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once difplays his babbling thrcat-i 
The pack, regardlefs of the note, 
Purfue the fcent ; with louder jlritin 
He dill perfifta to vex the train* 

The Huntfraau to the clamour flies ; 
The ftiacking lafh he fmartly plies. 
His ribs dl welk'd, with howling tone 
The pappy thus exprcfs'd his moaa, 

I know the mufic of my toagae 
long fifrce the pack with effVy ft«mg. 
What will not fpHe ? Thc&bif tir -%nt» 
I owe to iriy fuperiorpam. 

When puppies prate the Huatfman cxy% 
They (how both ignorance and -pride; 
Fools may onr fcorti, not envy raiic, 
For envy is a kind of praife. 
Had not thy forward noxfy tongue 
Froclaim'd thee always m the wfo*g t 
Thou might'ft .have mingled with the rtft* 
And neVr thy Tooliih nofe cottfeft. 
Bat fools to tvikixrg «ver prone, 
Are fare, to make their follies known* 
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FABLE XLV. 

The Poet and the R o s I. 



T Hate the man who builds his name 

On ruiiia of another's fame. 
Thai prude?, by character* o'erthrown, 
Imagine chat they raife their own. 
Thus Scriblers, covetous of piaife. 
Think dander can tranfplaot the bayi. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Lebbia's eyes and feature, 
Muftcall her fitter, auk-ward creature j 
For the kind flatt'ry'a fure to charm. 
When we forae other nymph difarm. 
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As in the cool of early day 
A Poet fought the fweets of May, 
"The garden's fragrant breath afcends, 
And ev'ry Italic with odour bends. 
A rofe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus finging as the Mufc infpir'd. 
Go, Rofe, my Ch lob's bofom grace ; 

How happy fhould I prove, 
Might I fupply that envy'd place 

With never fading love ! 
There, Phoenix like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, barn and die t 
Know, haplefs flower, that thou ihalt find 

More fragant rofes there ; 
I fee thy with 'ring head reclin'd 

With envy and defpair ! 
One common fate we both muft prove ; 
You die with envy, I with love. 

.Spare your comparifons, reply'd 
An angry Rofe, who grew befide, 
Of all mankind, you fhould not flout us| 
What can a Poet do without us ! 
In ev*ry love-fong rofes bloom ; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Ch Log's charms conduce, 
To found her praife on our abufe ? 
Muft we, to flatter her, be made 
To whither, envy, pine and fade ? 

FABLB 



US FABLES 

FABLE XLVI. 

The Cub, the Hone, and the Shepherd'* Doe. 



HpHE lad, ofall-fufficient merit, 
■** With modefty ne'er damps his ipirit ; 
Prefuming on his own defer ts, 
On all alike hit tongue exerts ; , 

His noify jokes at random throws. 
And pertly fpatters friends and foes ] 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace. 
Too late the forward youth lhall find 
That jokes are fome times paid in kind ; 
Or if they canker in the breaft, 
ilenmkcs a foe whonukeiajeft. 

A Village. 
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A. Village-cur, of fnappilh race, 

The pertefl Puppy of the place, 
. Imagined that his treble throat 
.Was bleft with mofic's fweeteft note t 

In the mid road he balking lay, 

The yelping nuifance of the way\; ' 

For not a creature pafs'd along, 

Sot had a /ample of his fong. . 

Soon as the trotting fteed he hears, 
He ftafts, he cocks his dapper ears ; 
Away he fcow'rs, afTaults his hoof; 
Now near him fnarls, now barks aloof; 
With thrill impertinence attends ; 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chane'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way : . 
The Cur, with never-ceaiing tongue, 
Upon the paffing trav'ler fprung. 
The Horfe, from fcorn provok'd to ire, 
Flung backward'; rolling in the mire, 
The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay ; 
The Pad in peace purfu'd his way. . 

A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
De telling the vexatious breed, 
Befpoke him thus. When edxeombs prate, 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate ; 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty'd, 

Thou .hadft not, like a Puppy, dy'd. 

F A 
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FABLE XLVII. 
The Covkt of Dbatii. 



TNEATH, on a foleran night of ftate, 
"^^ In all his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, 
Difeafes dire, a ghaflly train 1 
Croud the vail Court. With hollow tone 
A voice thai thuoder'd from the throne. 

This night our minifter we name, 
Let ev'ry fervant fpeak his claim ; 
Merit lhall bear this ebon wand. 
All, at the word, ftretch'd forth their hand. 

Fever, 
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fever, with burning heat pofleft, 
Advanc'd, and for the wand add reft. 

I to the weekly bills appeal, 
. Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal % 
On ev'ry flight occafion near, 
Wkh violence I perfevere. 

Next Gout appears with limping pace, 
Pleads how he fhifts from place to place ; 
From head to foot how fwift he flies. 
And ev'ry joint and finew plies ; 
Still working when he feems fu.ppreft, 
A mofl tenacious flub born gueft. 

*X A haggard'Speclre from the crew 
v * Crawls forth, and thus aflerts his due. 

'Tis I who taint the fweeteft joy, 

And in the fhape of love deflroy : 

My (hanks, funk eyes, and nofelefs face, 

Prove my pretention to the place. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force. 
And, next, Confumption's meagre corfe, 
With feeble voice, that fcarce was heard, 
Broke with fhort coughs, his fuit preferr'd* 
Let none object my ling'ring way, 
I gain, like Fabius, by delay; 
Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe 
By long attack, fee u re, though flow. 

Plague reprefents his rapid power, 
Who thinn'd a nation in an- hour. 



> 
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au fpokc their claim, and hopfd die wani „ 

Now expedition hufh'd the band, 

When thus the Monarch from the throne. 
Merit was ever modeft known, .; 

What, no Phy fician fpeak his right ! 

None here ! but fees their toils requite. 

Let then InteinpVance take the wand, 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand, 

You, Fever, Gout, and all the reft, 

(Whom wary men, as foes, deteft) 

Forego your claim ; no more pretend s 

fntemp'rahce is efteem'd a friend ; : . 

He (hares their mirth, their focial joys, ^ 

And, as a courted gueft, deftroys. & Ji 

The charge on himinuft jaftly fall, 

Who tads employment #w you aiU 
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FABLE XLV1II. 
The Gakseneh and the Hoc 



A Gard'ho, of peculiar tafte, 
"^* On a young Hog his favour plac'd ; 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
Hi) tray was to the halt preferrM. 
He wallow'd underneath the board, 
Or in hit mailer's chamber fnor'd ;| 
Who fondly flroak'd him ev'ry day, 
And taught him all the puppy's play. 
Where'er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleafure 10 attend. 



« 
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As on a time, the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to ten,d the garden's care, 
The Matter thus addrefs'd the Swine : 

My houfe, my garden, ail is thine* 
, On turnip* feaft whene'er you pleafe. 
And riot in my beans and peafe; 
If the potatoe's tafte delights, 
Or the red carrot's fweet invitea, 
Indulge thy morn and evening hours^ 
But let due care regard my flowers : 
My tulips are my garden's pride, 
What vaft expence thofe beds fupply 'd J 

The Hog by chance pneimornJng roaoi'dj 
Where with new ale the veflels foam'd, 
He munches now the fteaming grains, 
Now with full fwill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes arife ; 
i He reels, he rolls his winking eyes ; 
Then ftagg'ring through the garden fcours, 
And treads dawn painted ranks of flowers. 
With delving fnout he turns the foil, 
And cools his palate with the fpoil. 

The Matter came, the ruin fpy'd, 
Villain, fufpend thy rage, he cry'd. 
Haft thou, thou moft ungrateful fot, 
My charge, my only charge forgot ? 
What, all my flowers ! No more he faid, 
Butgaz'd, and iigh'd, and hung his head* 



The 
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The Hog with ilutt'ring fpeech returns : 
Kxpjain, Sir, why your anger burns. 
See there, untouched your tulips drown, 
For I devour'd the roots alone. 

At this the Gard'ner's palSon grows $ 
Prom oaths and threats he fell to blows. ) 

The ftubborn brute the blows fu (tains ; 
Aflaults his leg, and tears the veins. 

Ah ! foolifh fwain, too late you find 
That flies, were for fuch friends defign'd ! 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on pad difgrace : 
Who cherifhes a brutal mate 
Shall mourn the -roily foon or late. 



G » FABLE 



FABLE S. 
ABLE XLIX. 

he M a v and the F te *. 



VfJHtTHER on earth, in air, or m?in, 
Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain ! 

Does not the hawk all fowls furvcy. 
As deilin'd only for his prey I 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Think men were born for (laves to kings t 

When the crab views the pearly ilrands, 
Or Taous, 'bright with golden finds j . 
Or crawl) befide the coral grove, 
And hears theccean'roll above j 
Nature is too profufe, f.iys he, 
Who gave all thefe topleafjre me ! 

When bord'ring pinks and rofes bloom. 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume ; 
When f caches glow with funny dyes, 

^(l.Avu'ichH;, whir, bl-flie? rfc; 
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When with huge figs the branches bend. 
When clutters from the vine depend; 
The fnail looks round on flow'r and tree, 
And cries, All thefe were made for meJ 

What dignity's in human nature ? 
Says Man, the mod conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he cad his eye, 
And view'd the fea and arched iky, 
The fun was funk beneath the main ; 
The moon and all the ftarry train, 
Hung the vaft vault of heav'n. The Mat 
Hit contemplation thus began : 

When I behold this glorious fhow, 
And the wide wat'ry world below, 
The fcaly people of the main, 
The beails that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 
The day, the night, the various year, 
And know all thefe by heav'n deiign'd 
As gifts to pleafure human kind ; 
I cannot raife my worth too high ; 
Of what vaft confequence am I 1 

Not of th' importance you fuppofe, 
Replies a Flea upon his nofe. 
Be humble, learn thyfelf to fcan ; 
Know, pride was never made for Man. 
'Tis vanity that fwelis thy mind, 
What, heav'n and earth for thee deiign'd ( 
For thee, made only for oar need 
That more important Fleas might feed* 

G 5 F 
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FABLE L- 

The H*re and may Fkiens-s. 



Y^Riekdship, like love, is bat i name, 

Unlefs to one yon flint the flame. 
The child, whom many fathers ware, 
Hath feldom known a father's care. 
*Tis thus in frie ndfiiips ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. , 

"A Hare, wild in a civil way, 
Comply'i' with every thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beftial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain. 
Her care was, never to offend. 
And ev'ry creature was her friend* 
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As forth (he weht at early dawn, 
To tafte*fhe dew-befprinkled lawn, 
Behind flie hears the hunter's cries, 
And from the deep-mouth'd thunder flies* 
She darts, {he flops, (he pants for breath ; , 
She hears the near advance of death ; 
She doubles to miftead the hound, 
And meafures back her mazy round ; 
'Till fainting in the public way, 
Hal Mead with fear, me gafping lay, 
What tranfport in her bofom grew, 
When firfif the Horfe appear' d in vie'w ! 

Let me, fays ihe, your back afcend. 
And owe my fafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betray my flight ; 
To friendfhip every burden's light. 

The Horfe re^fy'd, Pobr Koneft Pufs, 
It grieves my hlarf to fee* thee thus. 
Be couffbrted, relief is near ; 

For all votir friends are in the rear. 

« 

She,next thcftately Bull implor'd ; 
And thus reply 'd the mighty lord : 
Since ev 9 ry beaft alive can tell - 
That I fincejrely wifti you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love*c*aIIs irie hetfce ; a fav*rite cow 
Expects me near yon barley-mow; 

G + 
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And when a lady's in the cafe, 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might feem unkind ; 
But fee, the Goat is juft behind* 

The Goat nemark'd her pulfe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eye ; 
My back, fays he, may do you harm ; ^ 

The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm* 

The Sheep was feeble, and complain'd 
His fides a load of wool fuftain'd : 
Said he; was flow, confefs'd his fears ; 
For hounds eat Sheep as well as Hares* 

She now the tretting Calf addrefs'd, 
To fave from death a friend diftrefs'd* 

Shall I, fays he, of tender age, 
In this important care engage ? $ 

Older and abler pafs'd you by ; 
How ftrong are thofe ! how weak am II 
Should I prefume to bear you hence, 
Thofe friends of mine may take offence; 
Excufe me, then* You know my heart* j 
But deareft friends, alas ! muft part* 
How (hall we all lament ! Adieu* 
for fee the hounds are juft in view** 

END OF THE FIRST PART* 
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PART THE SECOND. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

1HES£ Fables were finilhed by Mr. Gay, and 
intended for theprefs, a fhort time before his death; 
when they were left, with his other papers, to the 
care of his noble friend and patron the Duke of 
Queensberry. His Grace has accordingly per- 
mitted them to the prcl-, and they are here printed 
from the originals in the author/a own hand- 
writing. We hope they will pleafe equally with his 
former Fables, though moftly on fubjecls of a 
graver and more political turn. They will cer- 
tainly (hew him to have been (what he efteemed the 
bed character) a man of a truly honeft heart* and 3 
fincere lover of his country*, 
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.PART THE SECOND. 

FABLE I. 

The Doc and the Fox. 



T Know you Lawyers can, with eafe. 

Twill words ajid meanings as you pleafe; 
That language, by your fk ill made p'ianc. 
Will bend to favour ev'ry client ; 
Thai 'tis the fee direfls the fenfc, 
.To make out' either Gde's pretence. 

G 6 When 
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When ytm perufe the cleared cafe, 
You fee it with a doable face : 
For fcepticifm's your profefiion ; 
Your held there's doubt in all expreffioai 

Hence is the bar with fees fupply'd, 
Hence eloquence takes either fide. 
Your hand would have but paltry gleaning^ 
Cou'd ev'ry roan exprefs his meaning* 
Who dares prefume to pen a deed, 
Unlefs you previoufly are fee'd ? 
'Tis drawn ; and, to augment the coft, 
In dull prolixity ingrofs'd. 
And now we're well fecur'd by law, 
'Till the next brother find a flaw. 
Read o'er a Will. Was't ever known, 
Jut you could make the will your own % 
For when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 
Since things arc thus,y£ defendcndo^ 
I bar fallacious inuendo. 

» 
Sagacious Porta's {kill could trace 
. Some bead or bird in or 9 ry face. 
The head, the eye, the nofe's fhape, 
Frov'd this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the (ketches thus defign'd, 
Refemblance brings fome friend to mind, 
You fhew the piece, and give the hint, 
1 And find each feature in the print ; 



•* 



So 



. -* j* 



FABLES. j 3 3 

So monftrous like the portrait's found, 
All know it, and the laugh goes round* 
Like him I draw from gen'ral nature; 
Is't I or yon then fix the fetire ? 



So, Sir, I beg yon fpare your puns 
In making comments on my drains* 
AH' private (lander I deteft, 
I judge not of my neighbour's breaft : 
Party and prejudice I hate, 
And write iio libels on the flate. 



Shall not my fable cenfure vice, 
Becaufe a knave is over-nice? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread, 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 
If I l&fti vice in gen'ral fittion, 
Is't I apply, or felf-conviction ? 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
If men in morals are the fame ? 
I no man call an ape or afs : 
'Tis his own confcience holds the glafs, 
Thus void of all offence I write 
Who claims the fable, knows his right. 



/ 



A fhepherd's dog unfkilPd in fports, 
Pick'd up acquaintance of all forts ; 



Among 
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Among tie reft, a For he knew ;- 

By frequent that their friendship grew* 

Says Reynardi 'Ti* a cr o*l oafe, 
That man mould ftigmatife our race, 
No doubt, among us rogues you find, 
As among Dogs, and human kind ; 
And yet, (unknown to me and you) 
There may be honeft men and true. 
Thus (lander tries, whatever it can, 
To put us on the foot with man, 
Let my own actions recommend ; 
No prejudice can blind a friend : 
You know me free from all diiguife ; 
My honour as my life I prize. 

By talk like this, from all miftruft 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought him julh 

As on a time the Fox held forth 
On confeience, honefty, and worth, 
Sudden he ft opt ; he cock'd his ear $ 
Low dropt his brufhy tail with fear. 

Blefs us ! the hunters are abroad, 
What's all that clatter on the road r 

Hold, fays the Dog, we're fafe from harm ; 
fTwas nothing but a faUc alarm* 

At 
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At yonAtr town, 'tis market day ; 
Some farmer's wife is on the way ; 
'Tis fo, (I know her pye-bald mare) 
Dame Dobbin*, with her poultry-ware. 



Reynard grew huff. Says he, This fneer 
From you I little thought to hear. 
Your meaning in your looks I fee, 
Pray, what's Dame Dobbins, friend, to me ? 
Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ? 
Prove that I owe th' Dame a dinner. 

Friend, quoth the Car, I meant no harm; 
Then, why fo captious ? why fo warm i 
My words, in common acceptation, 

Could never give this provocation. 
No lamb (for ought I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you. 

At thia, galPd Reynard winch'd and fwor© 
Such language ne'er was giv'n before. 

What's lamb to me ? the fancy hint. 
Shew me, bafe knave, which way you fquint, 
If t'other night your mafter loft 
Three lambs, am I to pay the coft I 
Your vile reflections would imply 
That I'm the thief. You Dog, you lie. 

Thou 
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Thou knave, thou fool, (the Dog reply'd) 
The name is juil, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak ; 
Sirrah, 'tis conference makes you fqueak* 

So faying, on the Fox he flies* 
The felf-coavi&ed felon dies. 
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F A B L E IT. 

The VofcTTJKE, the Sparrow, and other Birds. 

TO A Fftl'EBD IK TBI COUNTRY. 



"p RE I begin, I mull premife 

Oar minttters are good and wife; 
So, though malicious tongues apply, 
Pr«y what care they or what care 1 1 

If I am free with court? ; be't known, 
I ne'er prefume to mean our own. 
If general morals feem to joke 
On miniften, and fuch-like folk, ' 
A captious fool may take offence ) 
What then ? he knows his own pretence; 
I meddle with no iUte-affairs, 
But fpare my jeft to fave my carl. 
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Our prefent fchemea are-tOo profound 
For Machiavel himfejf to found : 
To cenfure 'cm I've no pretenfion ; 
I own they're paft my comprehenfion. 

You fay, your brother wants a place* 
(*Tis many a younger brother's cafe) 
And that he very foon intends 
To ply the court, and teaze his friends* 
If there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an open mind, 
Whoft conftant actions prove him jurft 
To both a king's and people's trofl | 
May he, with gratitude attend. 
And owe his rife to fuch a friend. 

* 

Vou pratfe his parts, for fcus'neft fit* 
til? learning, probity, and frit ; . 
But thofe alone 'Mil never &>, ' 
Unlefs IfWjpatron HaVe Vm too. 

I've heard of times {pray God defend «•»• i 
We'ere Jiot fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God ; 
With arrogance they girt the throne, 
And knew no int'reft but their own. 
Then, virtue, from preferment barr'd, 
Gets'nothing but its own reward. 
A gang of petty knaves attend 'em, ; 

With proper pasts to recommend 'em. 



I 
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Then*if his patron burn with luft, 
The firft in favour's pimp the firft. 
His doors are never clos'd to fpies, 
Who chear hfs heart with double lies, 
They flatter him,' his foes defame, 
So lull the pangs of guilt and fhariie. 
If fchemes of lucre haunt his brain, 
Projeclotefwell his greedy train ; 
Vile brokers ply his private ear 
With jobs oPpl under for the year ; 
All confcientfes mult bend and ply • 
You mud Vote on, and not know why : 
Through tbtek and chin you muft go on J 
One fcruple, and four plrice h gone. 
Since plag&es Hke thefe have curd a land, 
And ftV'rites cannot always ftand ; 
Good courtiers fhoirW for change be ttstAy, 
And not ItaVe principles ioe fteady : 
For Aeutil a kfeave efcgrofs the pow'r. ' 
(God flfcietd the realm from that'&d hour) 
He muft have rogues, or ftaviih fools 4 : 
For what's a knave without his tools ? 

Wherever •fliofe* a peropfe drain, 
And Unit with infamy and gain; 
I envy not their guilt and ftate, 
And fcorn to fhare the public hate* 
•Let their own fervile creatures rife 
By fcreening fraud, and venting lies ; 



G'v 



( 
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Give me, kind heav'n, a private ftationV 
A mind ferene for contemplation ; 
Title and profit I refign ; 
The poft of honour (hall be mine. 
My fable read, their merits view, 
Then herd who will with fuch a crew.' 

In days of yore (my cautions rhymes 
Always except the prefent times) 
A greedy Vulture ikili'd in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by (hame* 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
A fed ftcp by ilep intrudes to pow'r; 
When at the royal eagle's ear, 
He longs to eafe the monarch's care* 
The monarch grants. With pride elate; 
Behold him mihifterof ilate ! 
Around him throng the feather'd rout ; 
Frienda»muft be ferv'd, and fome muft out* 
Bach thinks his own the beft pretention ; 
Thisa&s a place, and that a penfion. 

The nightingale was fet afide, 
A forward daw his room fupply'd. 



k When impious men bear fway> 

,Thc Poft of Honour it a private ftaUoaJ 



Tail 



/ 
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This bird (fays he) for bus'nefs fit, 
Hath both fagacicy and wit. 
With alf his turns, and fhifts and tricks, 
He's docile, and at nothing (licks. 
Then with his neighbours, one fo free 
At all times will connive at me. 
The* hawk had due diftinclion fhown, 
For parts and talents like his own. 

r 

K 

Thoufands of hireling cocks attend him, 
As blufVring bullies, to defend him. 

At Oftce the ravens were difcarded, 
.And magpies with their polls rewarded. 

Thofe fowls of omen I deteft, 
That pry into another's neft, 
State lies mull lofe all good intent ; 
Eor they forefee and croak th' event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote, 
Speak what they're taught, and fo to vote* 

When rogues like thefe (a fparrow cries) 
To honours and employments rife,] 
I court no favour, r.fk no place ; 
.For fuch preferment is difgrace. 
Within my thatch'd retreat I find 
(What thefc ne'er feel) true peace of mind. 



FABLE 
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% A. B L E III. 

The B a e» o o w and the P o u l t el v. 

Vk to alevie ej» FT tt. 



TX7"E frequently mifplace efteem, 
VV By judging men by what they fecra. 
To birth, wealth, pow'r, we mould allow 
Precedence, and our loweft bow. 
In that is due diftinition fhown, 
Eileem is virtue's right alone. 

Wi th partial eye we're apt to fee 
The man of noble pedigree. 
We're prepofleft ray lord inherits 
In Come degree his grandfire's merit* [ 



FAB L E Sr i^jt 

For thofe we find upon record ; r ' - 
But find him nothing but my lord. 

When we with fupcrficial view, 
.Gaze on the rich, we're dazzled too* 
We know that wealth well underilood ; 
'Hath frequent pow'r of doing good : 
Then fancy that the thing is done, 
As if the pow'r and will were one. 
Thus oft the cheated crowd adore. 
The thriving knaves that keej> 'em poor. 

The cringing train of pow'r furvey : 
'What creatures are fo low as they ! 
With w,hat obfequioufnefs they bend 1 
To what vile actions condefcend ! 
Their rife is on their meannefs built, 
And flatt'ry is their I'm al left guilt. 
What homage, rev'rence, adoration, 
In t\*ry age, in ev'ry nation. 
Have fycophants to pow'r addrefs'd ! 
No matter who the pow'r poflcfs'd. 
Let minifters be what they will, 
You find their levees always fill. 
Ev'n thofe who have perplex'd a ftate, 
Whofe ad ions claim contempt and hate, 
Had wretches to apf laud their fchemes, 

Though more abfurd than madmens dreams. . 
When barb'rous Moloch wasinvok'd, 
The blood of infants only fmoak'd ! 

Bpt 
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But here (anlefs all hift'ry lies) 

Whole realms kave been a facrifice. 

Look, through all courts* 'Tis pow'r we find, 

The gen'ral idol of mankind ; 

There worfhip'-d under ev'ry fliape; 

Alike the lion, fox, and ape. 

Are foilow'd by time-ferving flaves 

Rich proftitutes and needy knaves. 

Who, then, (hall glory in hispoft* 
How frail his pride, how vain his boaft ! 
The followers of his profp'rous hour 
Are as unliable as his pow'r. 
Pow'r by the breath of flatt'ry nurft, 
The more it fwelJs, is nearer burft. . 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear defcends. 

Once on a time, an ancient maid, 
By wifties and by time decay'd, 
To cure the pangs of reftlefs thought, 
In birds and beafts amufement fought : 
Dogs, parrots apes, her hours employ 'd; 
With thefe alone (he talk'd and toy'f 

A huge Baboon her fancy took, 
(Almoit a man in fize and look) 
He finger'd ev'ry thinghe fo*nd, 
And mimick'd all the fervatffc round. 
Then, too, his parts and ready wit 
Shew'd hi m for ev'ry bufinefc fit. * 



With 
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With all thefe talents, 'twas but juft 
Tli at Pug fhould hold a place of truft : 
So to her fav'rite was affign'd 
The charge of all her feather'd kind. 
*Twas his to tend 'em eve and morn* 
And portion out their -daily corn. 



Behold him now with haughty ftride, 
A flu me a miniflerial pride, 
The morning role. In hope of picking, 
Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks and chicken, 
Fowls of all Tanks furround his hut, 
To worfhip his important llrut. 
The minifter appears. The croud, , 

Now here, now there, obfequioos botv'd. 
This prais'd his parts, and that his face, 
'Tother his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the flatt'ry ran : 
He hears and bears it like a man : 
For, when we flatter fclf-conceit, 
We box his fentiments repeat. 



If we're too fcrapuloufly juft, 
What profit's in a place of truft ? 
The common practice of the great, 
Is, to fecure a fnug retreat. 
So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain* 

H An i 
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•An apple woman's flail was near, 
Well flock'd with fj aits through all the year ; _ 
Here ev'ry day he cramm'd his gats, 
.Hence were his hoards of pairs and outs; 
For 'twas agreed (in way of tftde) 
His payments flionld in corn be made* 
The flock of grain was quickly fpent, 
And no account which way it went. 
Then, too, the poultry's ft arv'd condition 
•Caus'd fpeculations of fufpicion. 
The fads were pro v*d beyond difpute. ; 
Pug mull refund his hoards of fruit ; 
And, though then minifter in chief, 
Was branded, as a public thief. . 
Difgrac'd, defpis'd, confin'd to chain?, 
He nothing but his. pride retains. 

* 

A Goofe pafs'd by ; he knew the face, 
Seen ev'iy levee. while in place. 

• » * ♦ 

What, norrefpeft! no-rev?rence fliown*? 
How faacy are thefe creatures grown ! 
Not two days fince (fays be' you bowM 
The lowed of my fawning crowd. 



Proud fool, (replies the goofe) 'tis true, 
Thy corn a fluttering levee drew 4 



For 
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For that I jotn'd the hungry train. 
And fold thee flatt'r/ for thy grain, 
But then, as now, conceited ape, 
We iaw -thee ia thy proper ihape» 



Ha FABI 
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FABLE IV. 
The :A«t in .Office. 

T O A F'KIIKD. 



VTOU tell me, that you apprehend 
* My verfe may touchy-folks offend. 
In prudence too you think my rhimes 
Should never fqitint at courtiers crimes:: 
For though nor this, nor that is meant, 
Can we another's thoughts prevent I 

You aflt me if I ever knew 
Conn chaplains thus the lawn purlue. 
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V meddle not with gown or lawn ; 
Poets, I grant, to rife mail fawn*. 
They know great ears are over-nice, 
And never mock their patron's vice. 
Bat I this hackney path defpife; 
Tis my ambition not to rife.- 
If I muft proilitute the mufe,< 
The bafe conditional refufe. 

1 neither flatter nor defame. 
Yet own I would bring guilt to ihame. 
If I corruption's hand expofe, 
I-: make corrupted men my foes, 
What then ? I hate the paultry tribe,- 
Be virtue mine.} be theirs the bribe. 
I no man's property invade ; 
Corruptions yet no lawful trade.- 
Nor would it mighty* ills produce,- 
Gould I ihame brib'ry out of ufe, 
I know 'twould cramp moft politicians, 
Were they ty'd down to thefe conditions. 
T would flint their pow'r, their riches bound* - 
And make their parts feem lefs profound* 
Were they deny'd their proper tools, 
How could they lead their knaves and fools r" 
Were this the cafe, let's take a view, 
Whatdreadful mifchiefs would enfucr;' 
Though it might aggrandize the flare; 
Gould private luxury dine on plate ? 

H3 Kings 
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Kings might indeed, their friends rewa*u% 
But minifters find Jefs regard* 
Informers, fycophants, and fpiet 9 
Would not augment the year's fuppliesv 
Perhaps too, take away this prop, 
An annual jobb or two might drop. 
Befides, if penfions were deny'd, 
Could avarice fupport its pride r 
It might even minifters con founds 
And yet the ftate be fafe and found* 

I care not though 'tis understood 
I only mean my country's good : 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
I wifli all courtiers did the fame* 
Nay, though fome folks the lefs might get* 
I wifh the nation out of debt. 
I pat no private man's ambition 
With public good in competition: 
Rather than have our law defae'd, 
I'd vote a minifter difgrae'd. 

I ftrike at vice, be't wiere U will $ 
And what if great folks take it ill ? 
I hope, corruption, brib'ry, penfion, 
One may with deteftation mention : 
Think yon the law (let who will take it) 
^zn/candolum magnatum make it? 
I vent no (lander, owe no grudge, 
Nor of another's confluence judges 

At 
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At him or him I take no aim, 
Yet dare again ft all vice declaim. 
Shall I not cenfure breach of truft, 
Becaufe knaves know themfelves unjuftf 
That fteward, whofe account is clear. 
Demands his Honour. may appear: 
His actions never fhun the light. 
He is, and wauld be prov'd upright. 

But then ypu think my Fable bea« 
Allufion too, to ftate affairs. 

I grant it does' : And who's fo great* 
That has the privilege to cheat) 
If, then, in any future reign • 
(For minifters may thirft for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation ; 
I bar no reader's application. 

An Ant there was, whofe forward prate 
Cpntroul'd all matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, * } 

His tongue eternally would go. 
For he had impudence at will, 
And boafted univerful (kill. 
Ambition was his point in view ; 
Thus, by degrees, to pow'r he grew, 
Behold him now his drift attain:. 
He's made chief treas'rer of the grain. 

H 4 Bat 
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Bat as their ancient laws are jafr, 
Andpunith broach of public trull, 
9 Tis ordered (left wrong application 
Should ftarve that wife indubious nation^ 
That all accounts be ilated clear, 
Their dock, and what defray 'd the year v 
That auditors (hould thefe infpe&, 
And public rapine thus be check'd. 
For this the foiemn day was fct, 
The auditors in council met. 
The gran'ry keeper mud explain,* 
Artd balance his account of grain. 
He brought (fine* he could not refuie 'em) 
Some fcraps of paper toamufe 'em. 

An honed pifmire, warm with zeal, 
In jaftice to the public weal, , 
Thus (poke. The nation's hoard is low. 
From whence dees this profuiion flowi 
I know our annual funds amount* 
Why fuch expence, and w here's th' account ? 

With wonted arrogance and pride, 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 
Confider, Sirs, were fecrets told* 
How could the belt fchem'd projects hold ?* 
Should we ftate-myfteries difclofe, 
*T would lay us open to our foef* 
My duty and my well-known zeal 
Bid me our prefent fchemes conceal* 



Bat 
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But, on my honour, all th' expence 
(Though vaft) was for the fwarm's defence. 

They pa&'d the account as fair and juft, 
And voted him implicit truft. 

Next year again the gran'ry drain'd, 
He thus his innocence maintained. 

» ■ 

Think bow our prefent matters Hand, 
What dangers threat from ev'ry hand ; « 
What hofts of turkeys ftroll for food, 
No farmer's wife but hath her brood. 
Consider, when invafion's near, . 
Intelligence muft cod us dear ; , , • 
And 9 in this* ticklilh fit nation f , 
A fecrettold betrays the nation*' 
But, on my honour, all th* expence 
(Though vaft) .was for the fwarm's defence^ 

Again, without examination. 
They thank'd his fage. adminiftration. 

The year revolves. The treafure fpent* 
Again in fecret fervice went. 
His honour too again was pledg'd, 
To fatisfy the charge alledg'd. 

When thus, with panic fhame poiTefsM, 
An atrditor his friends addrefs'd. 

H s What 
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What are we ? Minifterial took; / 

We little knaves are greater fools* 
At lad this fecret is explor'd ; 
'Tis our corruption thins the hoard* 
For ev'ry grain, we touch'd, at leaft 
A thoufand his own heaps increased* 
Then, for his kin and fav'rite fpies, 
A hundred hardly could fuiEce. 
Thus, for a paltry fneaking bribe, 
We cheat ourfelves, and all the tribe ; 
For all the magazine contains, 
Grows from our annual toil and pains* 

They vote th' account fliall be inlpe&ed; 
The cunning plund'rer is detected 3 
The fraud is fentenc'd ; and his hoard, 
As due, to public ufe reftor'dt 



\ 
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F A B L E V. 
The Beak in a Boat. 



THA T man mtift daily wtfer grow, 
Whofe fcarch is bent himfdf to know j 
Impartially he weighs his fcope, 
Acd on firm reafon founds his hope.; 
He tries his flrength before the race, 
And never feelcs his own difgrace ; 
He knows the eompafs, fail, and oar, 
Or never launches from the (h ore j 
Before he builds, compute' the coft ; 
And in no proud purfuit is loft-: 
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He learns the bounds of human fenfe, 
And fafely walks within the fence. 
Thus, confcious of his own defect 
Are pride and felf-importance check \L 

ff, then, felf knowledge to purfue, 
Direct our life jn ev'ry view, 
Of all the fools that pride can boaft, 
A Coxcomb claims diftindUon.moff, 

Coxcom b* are of all tanks and kind ; 
They're not to fex or age confin'd, . 
Or rich, or poor, or great, or fisnall ; 
And vanity befets 'em all. 
By ignorance is pride incrcas'd : 
Thofe moft aflame who know the lean: ; 
Their own falfe balance gives 'em weight, 
But tv'ry other finds 'em light. 

Not that all Coxcombs follies ftrike, 
And draw our ridicule alike ; 
To diff 'rent merits each pretends. 
This in love-vanity tranfcends; 
'pat fmitten with his face and fhape, 
By drefs diilinguimcs the ape; 
T'other with learning crams his ihelf, 
•*nows books, and all things but himftlf. 

Cot! 1 th f ft * rC fo6U 0f low toft**™* 
par>d with Coxcombs of amWtiour 



>- 
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For thofe, pufPd up with flatt'ry, dare- . 
A flume a nation's various care. 
They ne'er the grofleit p.raife miftruit', 
Their fycophants feem hardly jaft ; 
For thefe, in part alone, atteft 
The flatt'ry. their own thoughts fuggeft— 
In this wide fphere a corc6mb*s ihown 
In other realms befide his own ; 
The felf-d4em'd Machiavel at large 
By- tarns controals in ev'ry charge; 
Does commerce fairer in her rights ? 
*Tis4ie directs the naval flights. 
What Tailor dares difpute his /kill ? 
He'll -t>e aa adm'ral when he wiH. 

Now- meddling in the foldier'* trade*. 
Troop? m nil be -hir'd, and levicr-made*. 
He gives- am bafladors their cue, 
His cobbled treaties to renew : 
And annual taxes muft fuffice 
The current blunders to difguife. 
When his crude, fchemes in air are loft. 
And millions fcarce defray the coft,. ^ 

His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 
Trading in felf-fufficient aid, 
On other, rocks misguides the realm. 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'er fufpe&s his want of /kill* 
But blunders on from ill to ill* 

And, 



\ 
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And, when he fails of all intent, 

Blames only unforefeen event* -*. 

Left you miftake the application, 

The fable calls me to relation.. 

- . t i 

A Bear of (hag and manners rough, 
" At climbing trees expert enough; ' 
For dext'roufly, and fafe from harm, 
Year after year he robb'd the fwarm, v 
Thus, thriving on induftrious toil, 
He glory'd in his pilfer'd fpoil. 

This trick fo fwellM him with conceit, 
He thought no enterprize too great* 
- Alike in fciences and arts, 
He boafted univerfal parts ; 
Pragmatic, bufy, buttling, bold, 
His arrogance was uncontroul'd : 
And thus he made his party good. 
And grew diclator of the wood. 

m 

The beads with admiration (tare, 
And think him a prodigious Bear* 
Were any common booty got, 
'Twas his each portion to allot : 
For why, he found there might be picking^ 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. 
Intruding thtfs, he by degrees 
Claimed too the butcher's larger fees* 

And 
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And now his over* weaning pride 

In ev'ry province will prefide. 

No talk too difficult was found : , A 

His blund'ring n6fe mi Heads the hound* 

In ftratagem and fa b tie arts* 

He over-rules the fox's part*. 

It chanced, as, on a certain day, 
Along the bank he took his way, 
A boat, with rudder, fail, and oar, 
Ac anchor floated near the (bore. v 
He ftopt, anji turning to his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting firain* 

What blundering puppies are mankind, 
In every fcience always blind ! 
I mock the pedantry of fchools. 
What are their compares and rules ? 
From me that helm fhall conduit learn. 

And man his ignorance difcern* 

i 

So faying, with audacious pride, 
He gains the boat, and climbs the fide* 
The beafts aftonifh'd, lin'd the ftrand, 
The anchor's weigh 'd, he drives from land : 
The flack fail (htfts from fide to fide; 
The boat untrim'd admits the tide, 
Borne down, adrift, at random tod, 
His oar breaks ihort, the rudder's loft, 

The 
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The Bear prefaming in his fkill, 
Is here and there officious ftill; 
Till, (biking on the dang'rous fands,, 
A ground the ihafter'd veffel Hands, 

To fee the bungler thus diitreft* 
The very fifties fneer and jeft. 
Bv'n gudgeons join in-rklicule, 
To mortify the meddling fool. 
The clam'rous watermen appear^ 
Threats, curfes, oaths, infult his ear: 
Seis'd, thraftiM and chain'd, he's dqgg'd to land ; 
Berifion ihouts along the ftrand* 
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FABLE VI. 

The Squire and his Cutt. 

O A' COUHTRT GtNTH'MA') 



'T'Hl! man of pure and Ample heart 
A Through life diftains a doable part. 
He never needs the fcreen ofliea 
His inward bofom to difgaifb. 
In vain malkions tongues aflai! r 
Let envy fnarl, let flander rail;, 
From virtue's (hield (feenre from wonnd)' 
Their blunted"* venomtl (Bafts rebound. 
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So fhines his light before mankind, 
His anions prove his honeft mind* 
If in his country's caufe he rip;, 
Debating fenates to advife, 
Unbrib'd, unaw'd, he dares impart- 
The honeft dilates of his heart, 
No minifterial frown he fears, 
But in his virtue perfeveres. 

fiat would yoa play the politician, 
Whofe heart'r averfe to intuition, 
Your lips at all times, ^ay, your reafon 
Mud be controtrl'd by place and feafon. 
What ftatefman could his jJbw'r fupport, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court ? 
Did princely ears to truth attend, 
What minifter could gain his end ? 
How could he raife his tools to place, 
And how his honeft foes difgrace ? 

That politician tops his part, 
Who readily can lie with art : ■ 
The man's proficient in his trade ; 
His pow'r is ftrong, his fortune's made* 
By that the int'reft of the throne 
Is made fubfervient to his own : 
By that have kings of old, deluded, 
All their own friends for his excluded. 
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By that, his felfifh fchemes purfuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin* 

* Antiochus, with hardy pace, 
Provoked the dangers of the chace $ 
And, loft, from all his menial train, 
Traversed the wood and pathlefs plain. 
A cottage lodg'd the royal gueft ! 
The Parthian clown brought forth his beft. 
The king > unknown, his feaft enjoy'd. 
And yarioas chat the hours employed. 
From wine what fudden friendlhip fprings J 
Frankly they talk'd of courts and kings. 

We country-folks (the clown replies) 
Cou'd ope our gracious monarch's eyes. 

The king, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he (God blefs him) have his way 
Is found at heart, and means our good, 
And he would do it, if he cou'd. 
If truth in courts were not forbid, \ 

Nor kings nor fubje&s would be rich 
Were he in pow'r, we need not doubt him X 
But that transferr'd to thofe about him, . 
On them he throws the regal cares : 
And what mind they ? Their own affairs* 

• Plutajlck. 
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If fuch rapacious hands he trull, 
The beftofmen may fccm unjnfr. 
From kings to coblcrs 'tis the fame : - 
Bad fervants wound their matter's* fame.- 
In this our neighbours all agree : 
Would the king knew as much as we. 
Here he ftopt fhort. Repofe they fought, 
The peafant flept, the monarch- thought- 

The courtiers learn'd, at early dawo.- 
Where their loft fov'rcign was withdrawn*- 
Tho guards approach, our hoft alarms* 
With gaudy coats the cottage fwarms. 
The crown and purple robes they bring*. 
And proftrate fall before the king. 
The clown was call'd, the royal guelfc 
By due reward his thanks expreff. 
The king then, turning to the crowd^ 
Who fawningly before him bow'd, 
Thus fpoke. Since, bent on private gain r 
Yourcounfcls firft mifled my reign, 
Taught and- inform 'd by you alone, 
No truth the royal ear hath known, 
1 ill* here converfing. Hence, ye crew, * 
For now I know myfelf and you. 

Whenever the royal ear's ingroft, . 
State-lies but little genii* coftj 
The favVite the^facurcljr robs; 

'" *** 8lcaas * nation by his jobbs.. 

Franker 
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QPranker and bolder grown in ill, 
<He daily .poifona dares inflil ; 
.And, as his prefent views foggeft, 
Jo flames or foot hs the royal bread:. 
Thus wicked minifters opprefs, 
When oft the monarch means redreTs. 

Would kings their private fubjects hear* 
A minifter muft talk with fear. 
If honefty oppps'd his views, 
•He dare not innocence ace u fie. 
*'T would keep him in fuch narrow bound, 
He could not right and wrong confound* 
.Happy were kings, could they difclofe 
Their real Friends and real foes! 
Were bbth them/elves arid fubjecls known, 
A monarch's will might be his own. 
Had he the ufe of ears and eyes, 
.Knaves would jno more be counted wife* 
But then a minifter might lofe 
(Hard cafe !) his own ambitious views. 
When fuch as thefe have vex'd a ftate, 
Purfij'dlby univerfal hate, 
Their falfe fupport at once hath fail'd, 
And perfevering truth prevaiPd. 
Expos' d their train of fraud is feen ; 
Truth will at laft remove the fcreen. 

* 

A country *Squire, by whim direfted, 
The true Haunch dogs of chace neglefled. 

B- 
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_ Beneath his board no hound was fed ; 
His hand ne'er ftrok'd the fpaniel's head. 
A fnappifli Cur, alone careft, 
By lies had bani&Yd all the reft, 
¥ap had his ear ; and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of conversation. 
His fycophants ma ft be preferr'd, * 

(Room mull be made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about, 
Old faithful fervants all niuft out. 

The Cup on ev'ry creature flew:, 

(As other great mens* puppies do)* 

XJnlefs due court to him were mown* 

And both their face and bus'nefs known, 

No honeft tongue an audience found ; 

'He worried all the tenants round ; 

For why, he !iv*d in conftant fear, 

Led truth, by chance, fhould inferfere. 

If any Granger dare intrude, 

The noify Cur his heels purfu'd. 

Now fierce with rage, now ftruck with dread, 

At once he fnarled, bit, and fled. 

Aloof he bays, with briftling hair, 
And thus in fecret growls his fear : 
Who knows but truth, in this difguife, 
jk*ay fruftrate my bell guarded lies ? 
«Jjould ft© ( thus maflcM) admittance find, 
at Vcr y hour my ruin'j figa'd. * 

Now, 
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Now, in Bis howl's continued found, 
Their words were loft, their voice was drown'i. 
Ever in awe of honeft tongues, 
Thus ev'ry day he ftrain'd his lungs* 

It happened, In ill-omen'dhouc, 
That Yap, unmindful of his pow'r, 
Forfook his poll, to love inclin'd j 
A fav'rite bitch was in the wind. 
:3y her fedue'd, in am'rous play, 
They frifle'd the joyoas hour* away. 
Thus, by untimely love purfuing, 
Like Ajjton.y, he fought.his ruin. 

For now the 'Squire, unvex'd with noife, 
•An honeft neighbour's chat enjoys. 
rBe free (fays he,) your mind impart \ 
1 love a friendly open heart. 
Methinks my tenants ihun my gate.; 
Why fuch a ftranger grown of late f 
.Pray tell me what offence they find : 
'Tis plain tbey'renotfo well inclin'd. 

Turn off.your Cur (the farmer crier) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lies. 
His fnarling infolence offends : 
'Tis he that keeps you from your friends. \ 

Were but that faucy puppy checkt; 
You'd find again the fame refpeft. 
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Hear only him, he'll /Wear it too, 
That alitor hatred is to you. 
Hut learn from us your true eflate ; 
'Tis that cursed C ur alone we hate. 

The 'Squire heard truth. Now Yap ruih'd io | 
The wide hall echoes with his din : 
Yet truth prevail'd ; and, with difgrace, 
The Dog was cudgel 1M out of place. 
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FABLE VII. 
The Countryman and Jvpitek. 



rjAVB you a friend (look round and fpy) 

So fond, fo prepoffari'd as T f 
Your faults To obvious to mankind, 
My partial eyes could never find. 
When, by the fcreaih of fortune blo* n , 
Vourairy caftle were o'erchro.en ; 
Havel been over-prone to blame, 
Or monify'd your hours wiih flume f 

1 Was 
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Was I e'er knowH to damp your fpirit, 

Or twit you with the want of merit ? ~ 

'Tis not fo Grange, that fortune's frowm ' 
Still perfeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and fee what others do, 
Would you be rich and honeft too ? 
Have you (like thofe fhe rais'd to place} 
Been opportunely mean and bafe ? 
Have you (as time s requirM) refignM v 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind^ 
If thefe are fcruples, give her o'er ; 
., Write, pra&ife morals, and be poor. 

The gifts of fortune truly rate : ; 
Then tell me what would mend your Hate. 
If bappinefs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt ; 
As grows the mifer's hoarded ftore, 
His fears, his wants, increafe the more. 

Think, Gay, (what ne'er may be the cafe) 

» 

Should fortune take you into grace, 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can fhe give beyond content ? 

Suppofe yourfelf a wealthy heir, 
With a vaft annual income clear I 
In all the affluence you pofTefs, 

You might not feel one care the Iefs. 

Might 
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Wight yop not then (like others) find 
With change of fortune, change of mind r 
Perhaps, profofe beyond all role, 
You might ftart oat a glaring fool ; 
Your luxury might break all bounds : 
Plate, table, horfes, Rewards, hounds, 
Might fwell your debts : then, luft of play 
No regal income can defray. 
Sunk is all credit, writs afTail, 
And doom your future life to jail. 

Or were you dignify' d with pow'r, 
Would that avert one peniive hour ? 
You might give avarice its /wing, 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : 
Then, from the hirelings in your caufe, 
Though daily fed with falfe applaufe, 
Could it a real joy impart ? 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 

la happinefs your point in view ? 
(I mean the intrinfic and the true) 
£he nor in camps or courts refides, 
Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet found alike in ev'ry fphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 

O'erfpent with toil, beneath the (hade, 
A peafant refted on his fpade. 

** Good 
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Good gods I he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
ThisJoad of life from year to year. • 
-*6oon as the morning (trcaks the ikies, ) 

Induftrious labour -bids me rife ; 
With fweat I earn my homely fare, 
And ev'ryjday. renews my care» 

J«ve heard the flifconiented (train, 
And thus rebuked the murmuring fwain. 

Speak oat yonr wants then, honeft friends 
ftjnjuft complaints the gods offend. 
If you repipe at partial fate, 
lnftruft roe what could mend yonr (late. 
Mankind in cy'ry ftation fee. 
What wnhyoa? TelLme whatyou'd be. 

So faid, upborne upon: a cloud, 
The clown furvey'duhe anxious crowd. 

Yon face-ofxjare, fays Jove, behold, 
drlis bulky bags are fill'd with gold. 
. See with what joy he counts it. o'er ! 
That fum to-day*hath fwelPd his flore. 
Were I that man, (the Peafant cry'd) 
What blefling could I aik befide ? 

Hold, fays the Cod ; firft learn to know 
* True happinefs from outward (how. 
This optic glafs of intuition— - 
Here., take it, view his true condition. 

He 
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He loftk'd, and faw the mifer's breaft, 
A troubled ocean, ne'er at reft ; 
Want ever ftares him in the* face, 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 
With confcious guilt he faw him dart t 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing hearf ;, 
And nevcr r or in thought or dream* 
His bread admits one happy gleam; 

May Jovb, he cries, reject' my prayV, 
And guard my life from guilt and care* 
My foul abhors that wretch's fate, 
O keep me in my humble ft ate ! 
But fee, am id ft a gaudy crowd. 
Yon mini iter, fo gay and proud; 
On him what happinefs attends, 
Who thus rewards his grateful friends t 

Firff take the glafs, the God replies : 
Man views the world with partial eyes. 



Good gods ! exclaims the ftartled wight, 
Defend me from this hideous fight 1 
Corruption, with corrofive fmart, 
Lies cank'ring on his guilty heart : 
I fee him, with polluted hand, 
Spread the contagion o'er the land, 
Now avarice with infatiate jaws, 
Now rapine with her harpy claws, - 

13 
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His bofom tears. His confcious breail 
Groans, with a load of crimes oppreiL 
See him, mad and drunk with power, 
Stand tott'ring on ambition's tower. 
Sometimes, in fpeeches vain and proud, 
His boafts infult the nether crowd ; 
Now, feiz'd with giddinefs and fear, 
He trembles left his fall is near. 

Was ever wretch like this, he cries t 
Such mifery in fuch difguife I 
The change, O Jove, 1 difavow ; 
Still be my lot the fpade and plough* 

He next confirm 'd by fpeculation, 
Reje&s the lawyer's occupation : 
For he tbeflateftnan feem'd in part, 
And bore fimilitude of heart. 
Nor did the foldier's trade inflame 
His hopes with third of fpoil and fame. 
The mis'ries of war he mourn'd ; 
Whole nations into defarts turn'd* 

By thefe have laws and rights been brav'd ; 
By thefe was free-born man inflav'd : 
When battles and invafion ceafe, 
Why fwarm they in a land of peace ? 
Such change (fays he) may I decline; 
Thy fcythe and civil arms be mine ! 

Thus, 
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Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The. Clown withdrew his rafh petition. 

. When thus the God : How mortals trt t 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
'Tis to no rank of life confinM, 
But dwells in evVy honeft mind. 
Be juftice then your fole purfuit : 
Plant virtue, and content's the fruit. 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 
Where firft he found him fet him down. 
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FABLE VIII. 
The Man, the Cat, the Dog, and the Per. 



TT AIL, happy land, whofe fertile grounds 

'-*^ The liquid fence of NepxuMi bowulii 

By bounteous Nature fet spur, 

The feat of induftry and of art I 

O Britain ; chofen Port ©f trade, 

May luxury ne'er thy font invade ; 

May never minifter (intent 

Hii private treafurei to augment) 

Corrupt thy date.' If jealeoi foei 

Tby rights of commerce dftre oppoft, 
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Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe? 
Who is't, prefcribes the ocean, law ! 

Whenever neighboring Hates contend; 
*Tis thine to be thrgen'ral friend. 
What is't, who rales in other lands I 
On trade alone thy glory ftands, > * 
That benefit is unconfin'd, 
Differing good among mankind: 
That firft gave luftre to thy reigns, - 
And fcatter'd plenty o'erthy plains : 
'Tis that alone* thy wealth fupplies, 
And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 
Be commerce then thy fole defign ; 
Keep that, and all the world is thine. 

When naval traffic ploughs the main; 
Who (hares not in the merchant's gain i 
*Tis that fupports the regal Hate, 
And makes the farmer's heart elate : 
The num'rous flocks, that clothe the land, 
Can fcarce fupply the loom's demand ; . 
Prolific culture glads the fields,^ 
And the bare heath a har-veft yields; ~ 

Nature expecls mankind ihould (hare 
The duties of the public care. 
Who's born for floth ? • To fome we find 
The plough-Jhare't annual toil aflign'd. 

f Barrow, 

1 5* **»* 
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Some at the founding anvil glow; 
Some the Avift-gKding Shuttle throw, 
Some, itiklious of the wind and tide, 
Prom pole to pole our commerce guide ; 
Some (taught by indultry) impart 
With hands and feet the works of art ; 
While fome, of genius more refin'd, 
With head and tongue aifift mankind; 
Each, aiming at one common end, 
Proves to the whole a needful friend. 
Thus, born each other's nfeful aid 
By turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table's fprcad, 
Is to the clown oblig'd for bread ; 
And when in all his gl#ry dreft, 
Owes to the loom his royal veft. 
Do not the mafon's toil and care 
Protect him from th* inclement air t 
Does not the cutler's art fupply 
The ornament that guards his thigh t 
All thefe, in duty to the throne, , 
Their common obligations own. 
'Tis he (his own and people's caufc) 
Protects their properties and laws. 
Thus they their honed toil employ, 
And with content their fruits enjoy* 
In ev'ry rank, or great or fmall, 
f lis induftry fupporte us all. 



Tha 
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The animals by want oppreft'd, 
To man their fervices addrefs'd ; 
While each porfo'd their ielfifh good, 
They hunger'd for precarious food; 
Their hours with anxious cares were vext $ 
One day they fed, and ftarv'd the next* 
They faw that plenty, fare and rife, 
Was found alone in focial life ; 
That mutual induftry profefs'd, 
The various wants of man redrefs'd. 

The Cat, half-famiih'd, lean and weak, 
Demands the privilege to fpeak. 

Well* Paf>> <&ys Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do ? 

The Cat replies. Thefe teeth, thefe claws, 
With vigilance Jhall (etwe the caufe. 
The moufe, deftroy'd by my purfuit, 
No longer fhall your feafts pollute ; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambnfcade, 
With wafteful teeth your fores invade* 

I grant) /ays Man, to gen'ral ufe 
Your parts and talents may conduce ; 
For rats an d^ mice purloin our grain* 
And threfhers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus ihall the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Protect the farmer's honeft toil. 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
Wf 11, Sir $ be nerft your merits try'd. 

16 Ski 
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Sir, fays the Dog; by felf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friendle'fs caufe. 
Afk thofe who know me, if diftrofk 
E'er found nle treach'rous or unjuft ? 
Did I e'er faith or friendship break ? 
Afk all thofe creatures ; let them fpeak*. 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might fui£ the public weal. 
Might not your flocks in fafety feed. 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed r 
Did I the nightly watches keep, 
Could thieves invade you while you fleepr 

The man replies. 'Tis juft and rights 
Rewards fuch fervice (hould requite. 
So rare, in property, we find . 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind, 
That, taken in a public view, 
The firft diftin&ion is your due. 
Such merits all reward tranfcend : 
Be then my comrade and my friend. 

Addreffing now the Fly : From you 
What public fervice can accrue r 
From me t (the fluttering infeft faid) 
I thought you knew me better bred* 
Sir, I'm a gentleman. Is't fit 
That I to induftry fubmit ? 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed 
JJy bns'nefi earn ignoble bread. 



Loft 
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Loft in excefs of daily joys, 

No thought, no care my life annoy** 

At noon (the lady's matin hoar) 

I fip the tea's delicious flower. 

On cates liixnriQufly I dine, 

And drink the fragrance of the vine. 

Studious of elegance and cafe, 

My fclf alone I feek to pleafe. 



The man his pert conceit derides,. 
And thus the ufeleis coxcomb chides.. 



Hence, from that peach, that downy feat > 
No idle fool deferves to eat. 
Could yon have fapp'd the bluming rind* 
And on that pulp ambrofial din'd, 
Had not fome hand with (kill and toil* 
To raife the tree, prepar'd the foil I 
Confidcr, fot, what would enfue,. 
' Were all foch wor chiefs things as you\> 
You'd foon be forc'd (by hunger flung) 
To make your dirty meals on dung ; 
On which fuch defpicable need, 
Unpitied, w reduc'd to feed ; 
Beiides, vain felfifh infeft, learn, 
(If you can right and wrong difcern) 
That he who, with induftrious zeal, 
Contributes to the public weal. 



* 
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By adding to die comaon good, 
His own hachrightly nnderiood. 



So faying, with « fftddea blow, 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 
Crofh'd in hit loxnry and pride, 
The fpanger on the public dy*<L 



I 
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F A B L E IX. 

The Jack all, Leopard, and other Bcaftv 

TO A MODUS POLITICIAN. 



| Grant, corruption fways mankind t 
■*■ That im'reft too perverts the mind ; 
That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 
Foil'd reafoo, trnth, end eloquence : 
I grant you too, our prefent crime! 
Can equal thole of former times. 
Againft plain facts flialll engage, 
To vindicate our i ightcoui age 1 



*»4 FABLE S; 

I know, that in a modern fift, 
Bribes in full energy fubfifh 
Since then thefe arguments prevail, 
And itching palms are Hill fo frail, _ 
Hence politicians yon fuggeft, 
Should drive the nail that goes the beft; 
That it (hows parts and penetration, 
To ply men with the right temptation* 

To this I humbly muft diflent ;. 
no reflection's meant. 



4 
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Dots jufticeor the client's fenfe 
Teach lawyers either fide's defence? 
The fee gives eloquence its- fpirit ; 
That only is the client's merit. 
Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs, 
Obtain the proftitute's carefs ? 
The guinea (as in other trades) 
From cv'ry hand alike perfuades* 
Man, Scripture fays, is prone to evil,. 
But ddes that vindicate the devil f j 
Befides, the more mankind are prone, 
The lefs the devil's parts are (hown. 
Corruption's notofmodern date-; 
It hath been try'd in tv'ry ftate. 
Great knaves of old their poweg have fenc*^ 
By places, pennons, bribes, difpeas'd ; 
By thefe they glory'd in fuccefs, 
And impudently dar'd opprefs ; 
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By thefe defpoticly they fwayM, 
And flaves extolt'd the hand that pay'd t 
Nor parts, nOr genius were employ'd, 
By thefe alone were realms deftroy'd. 

Now fee thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, pow'r, and place $ 
View 'em abandon 'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to juft reproach and fcoro* 
What now is all your pride* your boaft f 
Where are your flaves, your flatt'ring hoft f 
What tongues now feed you with applaufe t 
Where are the champions of your caufe ? 
Now ev'n that very fawning train 
.Which fliar'd the gleanings of your gain,. 
Prefs fore m oft who ihall firft accufe 
Vour felfiih jobbs, your paltry views,. 
Your narrow Schemes, your breach of truuV 
And want of talents to be juft. 

What fools were thefe a mid ft their pow*r t 
How thoughtlefs of their adverfe hour ! 
What friends were made? A hireling herd, 
For temporary votes preferr'd. 
Was it, thefe fy cophants to get, 
Your bounty fwell'd a nation's debt ? 
You're bit. For thefe, like Swifs, attend ; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 

Th# 
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The Lion is (beyond difpute} 
Allow'd the mod majeftic brute \ 
His valour and his gen'rous mind 
Prove him fa peri or of his kind. 
Yet to Jackalls (as 'tis averr'd) ' 
Some Lions have their pow'r transferred p 
As if the parts of pimps and fpies 
To govern forefts could fuffice. 

Once, ftodious of his private good r 
A proud Jackall opprefs'd the wood f 
To cram his own infatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and laws. 
The foreft groans with difcontent r 
Fre(h wrongs die gen'ral hate foment, 
The fpreading murmurs reach'd his tar? 
His fecret hours we're vex'd with fear. - 
Night after night he weighs the cafe,. 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. 

By friends (fays he) I'll guard my fear r 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat : 
I'll ftrengthen pow'r by new allies, 
And all my clam'rous foes defpife. 

To make the gen'rous beads his friends, 
He cringes, fawns and condefcends ; 
But thofe repuls'd his abject court, 
And fcorn'd oppreffion to fupport. 
Friends mud be had. He can't /ubfilL 
Bribes ihall new profelytes inlift. 



But 
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But thcfe nought weigh'd in honed paws * 
For bribes confefs'd a wicked caufe: 
Yet think not ev'ry paw with ft and 3 
What had prevail'd in human hands* 

A tempting turnip's filver flcin 
Drew a bafe hog through thick and thin : 
Bought with a flag's delicious hanch> 
The mercenary wolf was ftanch : 
The convert fpx grew warm and hearty* 
A pullet gain'd him to the party ; 
The golden pippin in his fift, 
A chatt'ring monkey join'd the lift* 

Bnt foon expos'd to public hate* 
The fav'rites fall redrefs'd the ftate. 
The Leopard, vindicating right, 
Had brought his fecret frauds to light* 
As rats, before the manfion falls, 
Defert late hofpitable walls, 
In fhoals the fervile creatures run, 
To bow before the riling fun. 

The hog with warmth exprefs'd his zeal* 
And was for hanging thofe that fteal ; 
But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 
Might half a turnip (till afford. 
Since faving meafures were profeft, 
A lamb's head was the wolfs requeft. 

The 
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The fox fubmitted, if to touch 
A goffing would be deem'd too much. 
The nion key thought his grin and chatteiy 
Might afk a- nut or fome fuch matter, 

Ve hirelings (hence the Leopard cries #- 
Your venal conscience I defpife. 
He who the public good intends, 
By bribes need never par chafe friends* 
Who alt* this jufc, this open part,, 
la propt by ev/ry honefr heart. 
Corruption now too late* hath (how'd;. 
That bribes are always UUbeftow'd, 
By you your bubbled mailer's taught, 
Time-fcrving tools, not friends, arc bough*. 
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F A B L E X. 

The Degenerate Bees. 

fO THI llrilUI H.1WIFT, 1111 
1 0F9T. PATKIC K*f. 



'T 1 HOUGH conm the praftice di&llow, 
* A friend at all times I'll avow. 
In politics I know 'cii wrong : 
A friendlhip may be kept too long.; 
And that they call the prndeot part. 
Is to wear int'reft next the heart. 
At the times take a different face. 
Old friendftiips ftiould to new give place. 
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I know too yon have many foes, 
That owning you is (baring thofe; 
That ev'ry knave in cv'ry ftation, 
Of high and low denomination, 
for what you fpeak, -and what yon write, 
Dread you at once, and bear you fpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are fhown 
They can't enjoy what's not their owh 9 , 
AH dunces too in church and ftate 
In frothy nonfenfe (hew their hate; 
With all the pettyfcribbling cre,w, 
'(And thofe pert fots are not a few,) 
'Gainft you and Pope their envy fpurt, 
The bookfellers alone are hurt. 

-Good gods ! by what a powerful race * 
(For blockheads may have pow'r and place) ; 
Are fcandals rais'd and libels writ ! 
To prove your hone fly and wit 1 
Think with yourfelf : Thofe worthy men, 
You know, have fuffer'd by your pen. 
From them you've nothing but your due* 
From thence, 'tis plain your friends are few. 
Except myfelf, I know of none, 
Befides the wife and good alone* 
To fet the cafe in fairer light, 
My fable mall the reftrecite ; 
Which (tho' unlike our prefent ftate) 
I for the moral's fake relate. 

ABie 
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A Bee of cunning, not of parts* 
luxurious, negligent of arts, 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 
Greedy of pow'r, but more of gain, 
Corruption fow'd throughout the hive, 
JJy petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As pow'r and wealth his views fupply'd, 
*Twas feen in over-bearing pride. 
With him loud impudence had merit; 
The Bee of conscience wanted fpirit ; 
And thofe who followed honour's rules, 
Were laugh'd to fcorn for fqueamim fools, 
Wealth claim 'd diftinclion, favour, grace ; 
And poverty alone was bate. 
He treated induftry with flight, 
Unlefs he found his. profit by't. 
Rights, laws, and liberties gave way, 
To bring his felfifh fchemes in play. 
The fwarm forgot the common toil, 
To fhare the gleanings of his fpoil. 

While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts, 
Wafte life in low mechanic arts, 
Let us (fays he) to genius born, 
The drudg'ry of our fathers fcorn. 
The wafp and drone, you muft agree, 
Live with more elegance than we. 

Like 
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Like gentlemen they fport and play t 
No bus'nefs interrupts the day : 
Their hours to luxury they give, 
And nobly on their neighbours live. 

A ftubbern Bee, among the fwarm, 
With honeftlndignation warm, 
Thus from his cell with zeal reply'd. 

I flight thy frowns and hate thy pride. 
The laws our native rights proted. 
Offending thee, I thofe refped. 
■Shall luxury corrupt the hive, 
And none again ft the torrent drive ?~ 
•Exert the honour of your race ; 
He builds his rife on your difgrace* 
'Tis induftry our ftate siaiataiirs: 
'Twas honeft toils and hone ft gains 
That rais'd our fires to pow'r and fame- 
Be virtuous ; fave yoftrfelves from fharoe. 
Know, that in felfifh ends purforng, 
Vou fcrainble for the public ruin. 

He fpoke ; and from his cell difmifs'd, 
Was infolcntly fcoffVi and hifs'd. 
With him a f iend or two refign'd, 
Difdaining the degenerate kind. 

Thefe drones (fays he) thefe in feds vile, 

(I treat them in their proper ftyfe) 

May 
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May for a time opprefs the Gate, 
They own o ar r ir t u e by their h«t» ; 
By that oar merits they reveal, 
And recommend oar public seal j 
Difgrac'd by this corrupted crew, 
We're honoured by the virtuous few. 
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FABLE Xf. 
The Pack-horsb and the Carrier. 

TO A YOUNG MOBLIMAN. 



DhGIN, my Lord, in early youth, 
**"* To fuffer, nay, encourage troth: 
And blame me not for difrefpefl, 
If I the flatt'rer's ftyle rejefl, 
With that, by menial tongue fupply'd, 
You're daily cocker'd »p in pride. 
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The tree's diftinguifiVd by the fruit, 
Be virtue then your £rft purfuit ; 
Set your great anceftors in view, 
Like them deferve the title too ; 
Like them ignoble a&ions fcorn : 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with left plate their fide-board fhone, 
Their confeience always was their own ; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd, 
Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd ; 
Their hands, by nd corruption ftain'd, 
The ministerial bribe difdain'd ; 
They ferv'd the crown with loyal zeal ; 
Yet, jealous of the public weal, 
They flood the bulwark of our laws, 
And wore at heart their country's caufe ; 
By neither place or penfion bought, 
They fpoke and voted as they thought. 
Thus did your fires adorn their feat ; 
And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight, 
You're but a dunce in ftronger light ; 
In foremoftrank the coward plac'd, 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrae'd. 
If you to ferve a paltry end. 
To knaviih jobbs can condefcend, 
We pay you the contempt that's due ; 
In that you have precedence too* 

. K z Wh*- 
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Whence had yon this illaftrious name? 
Prom virtue and onblemifli'd-rame. 
By birth the name alone defcends ; 
Your honour on yourfelf depend*: 
Think not your coronet can hide 
A (Turning ignorance and pride. 
Learning by ftudy molt be won* 
'Twas ne'er e&tail'd from fan to fe*» 
Superior worth your rank require* 3 
For that mankind reveres your five*: 
if you degen'ratc from your race* 
Their merits heighten your difgrace, 

A Carrier, ev'ry night and morn, 
-Would fee his horfes eat their corn : 
r J his funk the hoftler'» vails, 'tis true-; 
But then his horfet had their due. 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes. 
Small gain would rife from greater>phtcct. 

The manger now had all its meafure ; 
He heard the grinding teeth with pleafure.; 
When all at once confufion rung; 
They fnorted* j oft led, bit, and flung. 
A Pack-horfe taro'd his head a fide, 
Foaming, his eye- balls fweUM with pride* 

Good gods ! (fays he) how hard's my lot ! 
Is then my high defcent forgot I 

Reduc'd 
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Keduc'd to drudg'ry and difgrace, 

(l\ life unworthy of my race) 

Mull I too bear the vile .attacks* 

Of ragged fcrubs, and vulgar hacks?' * . 

See (curvy Roan that brute ill-bred, 

Dares from the manger thru ft my head! '' 

Shall I, who boaft a noble line. 

On Offals of thefe creatures dine ? 

Kick'd by old Ball ! fo mean a foe ! 

My honour fuffers by the blow* 

Newmarket fpeaks my grand (ire'j fame, 

All jockeys dill revere his name : • 

There yearly are his triumphs told. 

There all his mafly plates inroU'd* 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain. 

You faw him with a liv'ry train ; 

Returning too with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums and trumpets found* 

Let it then. Sir, be underftood, 

RefpecYs my due; for I have blood. 



. Vain-glorious fool ! (the Carrier cry'd) 
Reipe& was never paid to pride. 
Know, 'twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to this flavilh part. 
Did not thy headftrong youth difdain 
To learn the conduit of the rein ? 
Thus coxcombs, blind td real merit, 
la vicious frolics fancy fpirit. 

k 3 
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What is't to me by whom begot ? 
Thou reftive, pert, conceited fot. 
Your fires I reverence ; 'tis their due : 
But, worthlefs fool, what's that to yon i 
Afk all the Carriers on the road, 
They'll fay thy keeping's ill beftow'd. 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 
That neither mends thy ftrength or pace. 
What profits me thy boaft of blood ? 
An afs hath more intrinfic good. 
By outward mew let's not be cheated ; 
An afi fhould like an afs be treated. 



FABLE 
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FABLE XI'. 
Pan arid F o a T a R B". 

TO A ,YOUNC HSI«. 



SOON as your fatbw's death wa»~known : 
(As if the ellatc had been their own) 
The gameilers outwardly expreft 
The decent joy within your bread. 
' So lavilh in your praife they grew, 
As fpoke their certain hopes in you. 

K + 
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One tovrnts youj income «f the yeny ~ 
How much in ready money clear. 

No houfe, fays he, is.more compleat; 
The garden's elegant and great. 
How fine the park around it liei ! N 

The timber's of a noble fixe 1 
Then count his jewels and his pla#, 
Befides, 'tis no entail'd eftate. 
if calh run low, his lands in fee 
Are, or for fale, or mortgage free*. 

Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Seem to anticipate their gain. 

Would you, when thieves were known abroad I 

Bring forth your trefefures in the road 1 

Would not the fool abet the Health, 

Who rafhly thus expos'd his wealth 4 

Yet this you do, whene'er you flay 

Among the gentlemen of prey- 
Could fools to keep tbeirowa contrive* 

On what, on whom could jpotftem during J 

Is it in charity you game, 

To fave your worthy gang from frame r 

Unlefs you furnim'd daily bread, 

Which way could idlenefa be fed 1 

Could thefe proleflfors of deceit 

Within the law do longer cheat, 

They muft run .bolder iiiks for prey, 

And (trip the trav'ler on the way. 

Thus 
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Thus in yowr Annual retirt they ft**** 
And 'fcape tkc aoofe from year to year* 
Conftder, 'ere you make the bett, 
That Turn might croft your tayior's debt? 
When you the pilPring rattle Jhakt, 
Is not your honour too at (lake f 
Muft yeu not by mean lies evade 
To-morrow*! duni from *v'ry trade I 
By promifes fo often paid, 
Is yet your uy tor's bill defrayed t 
Muft you not pitifully fawn, 
To have your butcher's writ withdrawn? 
This muft be done. In debts of play 
Your honour fuffers no delay : 
And not this year's and next year's rent 
The fons of rapine can content. 

^ . * 

Look round. The wrecks of play behold, 

Eftates difmember'd, mortgag'd, fold ! ~ 

Their owners, not to jails con&n'd, 

Shew equal poverty of mind. 

Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 

Too late attempt to learn their trade. 

Some, for the folly of one hour, 

Become the dirty tools of pow'r, 

And, with the mercenary lift, 

Upon court-charity fubfifl. 
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You'll find at laft this maxim true, 
Fools are the game which knaves purine. 

The fareft (a whole cent'ry's (hade) 
Muft be one wafteful roin made. 
No mercy's fhewa to age or kind ; 
The general maflacre is fign'd. 
The park too wares the dreadful fate, 
For dans grow louder at the gate, 
Stern clowns, obedient to the 'Squire, 
(What will not barh'rous hands for hire?} 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke. 
Fall'n are the elm and rev'rend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes found,, 
And echo. groans with ev'ry wound. 

To fee the defolation fpread, 
Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head t 
Hi* ttofom now with fury burns : 
Beneath his hoof the dice he fpurns. 
Cards too, in-peevx(h paffion torn, 
The fport of whirling winds are borne. 

* To fnails invet'rate hate I bear* 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year ; 
The caterpillar Tdeteft, 
The blooming, fprihg's voracious peH^ 
The locuil too, whofe rav'nous band 
Spreads fudden famine o'er the land* 



But 
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Bat what are thefe ? The dice's throw 

At once hath laid a foreft low. 

The cards are dealt, the bett is madey. 

And the wide park hath loft its (hade. • 

Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd,, 

And all its ancient glories wafte, 

All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing :• 

'Tis thus fhr meditates my rain. 

By Fortune, that falfe fickle jade, , 

More havock in one hour is made, . 

Than all the hungry in feci race,. 

Combin'd,.canin.an age deface. 

Fortune, by chance, who near him pad,, 
O'crheard the vile afperfion caft. 

Why, Pan (fays fhe) what's all this rant?* 
'Tis ev'ry country-bubble's cant, 
Am I the patronefs of vice?- 
Ij't I who cog or palm the dice ? 
Did I the muffling art reveal, 
To mark the cards, or range the deal 1 + - 
In all th' employments men purfue, 
I mind the lea ft what gamefters do. . 
There may (if computation's juft) 
One now and then my conduct trait": 
I blame the fool, for what can f, 
When ninety- nine my pow'r dcfy?- 

K6 
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Tiefe truft alone their fingers end** 
A ad not one (take on me depends, 
^Whene'er the gaming bpard jls fee, 
Two clauses of mankind .are met ; 
But if we count the .greedy race, 
The knaves fill up the greater fpace. 
Tis a grofs error, held in fchools. 
That Fortune always favours fools* 
In play it never bears difpute ; 
That doctrine thefe fell'd oaks confute. 
Then why to me fuch rancour fhew ? 
'Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. 
By me his late eftate he won, 
But he by Folly was undone. 



FABLE 
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FABLE XIIL 
P t v t va, C u e i o. and Time. 



/-vF all the burdens man mult bear, 
^^ Time feems moil galling and fevere: 
Beneath this grievous load Ppprcfa'rf, 
We daily meet Tome friend diftrefs'd. 

What can one do r t rofe at nine. 
'Tis Full fix'hoars before we dine : 
Six hours! no earthly thing to do! 
Wou'd I had dozM in bed till two. 



• % 
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A pamphlet is before him fpread, 
And almoft half a page is read ;. 
Tir'd with the fludy of the day, , 

The flntt'ring flieets are tofs'd awayv 
He opes his fnaJF-box, hams an air, 
' Then yawns, and ftretches in his chair. 

Not twenty, by the minute hand ! 
Good gods ! fays he, my watch mall (land r 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore ! 
I thought I'd read an hour or more. 
The morning, of all hours, I hate, 
One can't contrive to rift too late* 

To make the minutes fader run,. 
Then too his tirefojne felf to (hun,, 
, To the next cofice-houfe he fpeeds,. 
Takes op the news, fome fcraps he reads*.. 
Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails ;, 
Now. drinks his tea a jiQw. bites his nails*. 
He fpies a partner of his woe ; 
By chat affl&ions lighter grow ; . 
Each other's grievances they (hare, 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. . 

Says Tom, fince all men muft confefs,. 
That Time lies heavy more or ItCs j . 
Why (hould it be fo hard to get 
Till two, a party atpiquet ? 
Play, might relieve the lagging morn : 
*« cards long wintry. nights are borne. 



Does 
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Does not quadrille amufe the fair, 
Night after night, throughout the year? - 
Vapours and fpleen forgot, at play 
They cheat uncounted hours away. 

My cafe, fays Will, then mod be hard 
By want of fkill from play debarred. 
Courtiers kill Time by various ways ; 
Dependance wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofe time ne'er ftands !. 
Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curfed ihow'r,. 
The park had whil'd away an hour.- 
At court, without or place or view, , 
I daily lofe an hour or two. 
It fully anfwers my defign,. 
When I have pick'd up friends to dine*. 
The tavern makes our burden light*? 
Wine puts our Time and care to flight* 
At fix (hard cafe!) they call to pay. 
Where can one go ? I hate the play, 
from fix till ten ! Untefs I deep, 
One cannot fpendtthe hours fo cheap*. 
The comedy's no fooner done, 
But fome aflembly is begun ; 
Loit'ring from room to room I flray ;> 
Con verfe, but nothing hear or fay : 
Quite tir'd, from fair to fair X roam; 
So foon : I disad the thoughts of home* 
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From thence, t* 4 nkkcn Asw-pac'4 tight, 
Again my tMtvmn-inemd* mvittt 
Here too our early moraaags pals. 
Till droufy fiaeji retard* the glut. 

Thus they the**- wretched life bemoan* 
And make each other'* cafe their own* 

Confider, friends* no hour rolls on. 
But something of your grief is gone. 
Were you to fcheases of bas'nefs bred, 
Did you the paths of learning tread; 
Your hours, your days, would iy too fall; 
You'd then regret the minute pair, 
j Time's fugitive and light as wind f 
'Tis indolence that clogs your mind I 
That load from off your fpirits (hake ; 
You'll own and grieve for your miftake, 
A while your thoughtlefs fpleen fafpend, 
Then read, and (if you can) attend. 

As Plutvs, to divert his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ftrutting pace, 
Each ftar'd upon the ftranger's face, 
Till recollection fet 'em right ; 
For each knew t'other but by fight. 
After fome compli mental talk, 
Timb met 'em, bow'd* and join'd thfeir walk. 

1 Thei* 
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Their chat on various fubjedls ran, 
But moft, what each had done for man* 
Plutus ^flumes a haughty air, 
Juft like our purfe-proud fellows here. 



Let kings (fays he) let coWere tell, 
Whofe gifts among mankind excel. 
Confider courts : What draws their train t 
Think you 'tis loyalty, or gain ? 
That ftatefman hath the ftrongeft hold, 
Whofe tool of politics is gold. 
By that, in former reigns, *tis faid, 
The knave in power hath fenates led. 
By that alone he fway'd debates, 
£nrich'd himfelf and beggar'd Hates. 
Forego your boait. You mnft conclude, 
That's moll cfteem'd that's moft purfu'd. 
Think too, in what a woeful plight 
That wretch muft live whofe pocket's fighfc 
Are not his hours by want depreft ? 
Penurious care corrodes his breaft. 
Without refpeft, or love, or friends, 
His folitary day defcends. 



You«m%kt, fay« Cv r», dovfct my p*rtt> 

My knowledge too » humaa tasts, 

ShouM 
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Should I the pow'r of gold difpute, 

Which great examples might confute, 

I know, when nothing elfe prevails, 

Perfuafive money feldom fails ; 

That beauty too (like other wares) 

Itt price, as well as confcience, bears. 

Then marriage (as of late profefs'd) 

Is bot a money -job b at bell. 

Confent, compliance may be fold : 

But love's beyond the price of gold, 

Smugglers there are, who by retail, 

Expofe what they call love, to fale, 

Such bargains are an arrant cheat ; 

You purchafe flatt'ry and deceit. 

Thofe who true love have ever try'd, 

(The common cares of life fupply'd) 

No wants endure, no wifties make, 

But ev'ry real joy partake. 

All comfort on them fe Ives depends ; 

They want nor power, nor wealth nor friends. 

Love then hath ev 9 ry blifs in ftore : 

*Tis friendihip, and 'tis fomething more. 

Each other ev'ry wifti they give, 

Not to know love, is not to live. 

Or love, or money (Time repty'd) 

Were men the queftion to decide, 

Would bear the prize » on both intent. 

My boon's negle&ed or mifpent, 

'tit 



FABLES. si 

'Til I who meafnre vital fpace, 
And deal out years to human race. 
Though little priz'd, and feldom fought ; 
Without me love and gold are nought- 
How dees the mifer time employ r 
Did 1 e'er fee him life enjoy f 
By me for foot, the hoards he won. 
Are fcatter'd by his lavifh Ton. 
By me all gfefal arts are gain'd ; 
Wealth, learning, wifdom is attain'd. 
Who then would think (fince fiich my pow'r) 
That e'er I knew an idle hour r 
So fnbtle and fo fwift I fly, 
Love's not more fugitive than I, 
Who hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of dayi, months, years, mifpent in vain ? 
For time mifus'd they pine and wafte. 
And love's fweet plcafure* never tafte. 
Thofe who direft their time aright, 
If love or wealth their hopes excite. 
In each purfnit fit hours employ'd, 
And both by Time have been enjoy'd. 
How heedlefa then are mortals grown t 
How little is their int'reft known 1 
In ev'ry view they ought to mind me ; 
For when once loft they never find me. 



tit 
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He fpoke. Tbe gods no more conteft^ 
And bis fuperior gift com fell ; 
That Tine (wfcea txuly anderftood)- 
Is the noil pneciow earthly good* 



FABLE 
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FABLE XIV. 

"The Owl, the Swah, tk* Cmk tib* S.wbii 
the Asa, and the Fakme*. 

TO A, M 0:T B, B ft. 



/^Onveks'ikc with your fprightly boys, 

Your eyea have fpoke the Mother's joys. 
With what delight I've heard you quote 
Their faying a la imperfefl sots ! 

I grant, in body and in mind," 
Mature ap[ ears piofufely kind. 
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Tmft not to that. Aft yon your part 3 
Imprint jot morals on their hearty 
Impartially their talents fcan : 
Jni edncation forms the man. 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Bach lot of life's already thrown ; 
That this ihall plead, the next ihall flght, 
The laft aflert the church's right. 
I confute not the fond intent ; 
Bnt how precarious is th' event ! 
By talents mifapply'd and croft, 
Coniider, all your Tons are loft. 

One day (the tale's by Martial penn'd) 
A father thus addrefs'd his friend. 
To train my boy, and call forth fcnfe, 
You know I've duck at no expence ; 
I've tried him in the fev*ral arts, 
(The lad no doubt hath latent parts) 
Yet trying all, he nothing knows ; 
But, crab-like, rather backward goes* 
Teach me what yet remains undone ; 
'Tis your advice ihall fix my fon. 

Sir, fays the friend, I've weighed, the matter ; 
Excufe me, for I fcorn to flatter : 
Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
-A herald or an architect. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
He heard th' advice, and took his own. 

The boy wants wit ; he's fet to fchool, 
Where learning but improves the fool, 
The college next mall give him parts, 
And cram him with the lib'ral arts. 
Whether he blunders at the bar, 
Or owes his infamy to war ; 
Or if by licence or degree 
The fexton fhares the do&or's fee :. 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour ; 
We find (th 9 intent of nature foil'd) 
A taylor or a butcher fpoil'd. 

Thus mini iters have royal boons 
Conferred on blockheads and buffoons : 
In fpite of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for ev 9 ry poft were fit. 

But nowletev'ry mufe confefs^ 
That merit finds its due fuccefs. 
Th' examples of our days regard ; 
Where's virtue feen without reward ? 
Diftinguifh'd and in place you find, 
Defert and worth of ev'ry kind. 
Survey the rev'rend bench, and fee, 
Religion, learning, piety : 
The patron, ere he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friend's* 
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Is honefty dtfgrac'd and poor ? 
What is' t to us what was before 2 

We all of tines corrupt have heard,. 
When paltry msrioms were ptererr'd j 
When all gfeat offices, by dozens, 
Were fill'd by brothers, ions, and coufint* 
What matter ignorance and pride ? 
The man was happily ally'd. 
Provided that his cferlc was good. 
What though he nothing understood ? 
In church and ftatt, the fonry race 
Grew more ccrafpicaoo* fools in place*. 
Such heads, as thea a treaty made, 
Had bungled in the. coble/* trade* 

Confider, patrons, that fuch elves, 
Expofe your folly with themfelves. 
y> Tis your's, as 'tis the parent's care*. 
To fix each genius in its fphere. 
Your partial han4 ca» wealth difpen/e, 
But never give a blockhead; feafe. 

An Owl of. magisterial air, 
Of folemn voice, of brow- a* ft* re, 
Affum'd the pride of human race* 
And bore his wisdom in hfs face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes> 
I've feen a pedant look as wife* 



Within 
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Within a barn* from noife retir'd, 
He fcorn'd the world, himfelf admir'd ; 
And, like ad ancient fage, concealed' 
The follies public life reveal'd. 

Philofophers of old, he read. 
Their country** youth, to fcience bred, 
Their manners form'd for ev'ry ftation, 
And deftJn'd each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by 1 numbers brav'd. 
Retreated, and a people fav'd. 
That laurel was not all his own ; 
The plant by Socrates was fawn, 
To Aristotle's greater name 
The Macedonian ow'd his fame.' 

Th* Athenian bird, with pride replete. 
Their talents equall'd in conceit ; 
And, copying the Socratic rule,' 
Set up for matter of a fchool. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, 
Trite fentences, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar ears feem'd Co profound, 
They fancy'd learning in the found. 

The fchool had fame : the crowded place 
With pupils, fwarm'd of ev'ry race. 
With thefe the Swan's maternal care, 
Had fent her fcarce-fledg'd cygnet heir : 
The Hen (though fond and loth to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart : 

L 
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The Spider, of mecbanick kind, 
Afpir'd to fcieoce more refin'd : 
The Aft learnt metaphors and tropes* 
But moil on mufick fix'd his hopes. 

The pupils now, advanced in *ge, 
Were cail'd to tread life's bufy flag*: 
And to the mailer 'twas fubmitted, 
That each. might to his part be fitted. 

The Swans ((ays he) in arms (hall mine ; 
The fold i ex's glorious toil be thine. 

The Cock fhall mighty wealth attain : 
Go, feek it on the florin y main. 

The Court fhall be the Spider's fphcre t 
Pow'r, fortune, fhall reward him there, 

Jn mufic*s art the Afs's fame 
Shall emulate Corelli's name. 

Each took the. part that he advis'd* 
And all were equally defpis'd. 
A Fanner, at his folly movM, 
The dull preceptor thus reproved. 

Blockhead ^fay« he) by what you've done. 
One would have thought 'em each your foa: 
For parents, to their offspring blind, 
Consult nor parts nor turn of mind ? 
Butev'n in infancy decree 
What this, what t'other fon mould be. 
Had you with judgment weigh'd the cafe, 
Their genius thus had nVd their place, 

The 
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The Swan had learnt the Tailor's art ; 
The cock had play 'd the foldier's part; 
The Spider in the weaver's trade 
With credit had a fortune made ; 
Bat for the fool, in ev'ry clafs 
The blockhead had appear 'd an Afs. 
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FABLE XV. 
The.CoQK-MAip, thtTuRHsFiT, and the Ok. 



|->ONSIDER man in evVy fphere, 
*-* Then tell me, is your lot fevere; 
Til murmur, difcontent, difiruft, 
That makes you wretched. God is juft. 

I grant, that hunger mail be fed, 
That toil too earns thy daily bread. 
. What then f Thy wan;- are fee n and known. 
Sue ev'ry mortal feels bis own. 
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We're born a reftlefs needy crew : 
Shew me the happier man than you. 

Adam, though bleft above his kind, 
For want of focial woman pin'd, 
Evt's wants the fobtle Terpen t faw, 
Her fickle tafte tranfgrefb'd the laws 
Thus fell our fires ; -and their difgracc 
The curfe entatl'd on human race. 

When Philip's fon, by glory led,- 
Had o'er the globe his empire fpread ; : 
When altars to his name were drefs'd,- 
That he was man, his tears confefs'd. 

The hopes of av'rice are check'd : 
The proud man always wants re fpett. 
What various wants on pow'r attend ? 
Ambition never gains its end. 
Who hath not heard the rich complain ' 
Of furfeits and corporeal pain? 
He, barr'd from ev'ry ufe of wealth, 
Envies the plowman's ftrength and health; - 
Another in a beauteous wife 
Finds all the miferies of life ; 
Domeftic jars and jealous fear 
Imbittei 1 all his days with care. 
This wants an heir, the line is loft :] 
Why was that vain entail ingroft ? j 

L-3. Cauft 
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Canft thou difcern another's mind ? 
Why is't yon envy ? Envy's blind. 
Tell Envy, when flie would annoy, 
That thoufands want what you enjoy. 



Thedinner mofi be diih'd at one. 
Where's this vexatious Turnfpit gone f 
Unlefs the fkulking Cur is caught, 
The furloin's fpoil'd, and I'm in fault. 
Thus faid ; (for fure you'll think it fit 
That I the Cook-maid's oaths omit) 
With all the fury of a Cook, 
Her cooler kitchen Nan for/bok. 
The broomftick o'er her head fhe waves; 
She fweats, fhe flamps, fhe puffs, (he raves. 
The fneaking Cur before her flies : 
She whittles, calls ; fair fpeech fhe tries. 
Thefe nought avail. Her choler burns ; 
The fifl and cudgel threat by turns, 
With hafty ftride fhe prefTes near ; 
He flinks aloof, and howls with fear. 
Was ever Cur fo curs'd ! (he cry'd) 
What fiar did at my birth prefide ! 
Am I for life by com pad bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal round f 
Inglorious talk ! Of ail our race 
No flave is half Co mean and bafe. 

Had 
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Had fate a kinder lot affign'd, i 

And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 

I then, in higher life employ'd, 

Had indolence and eafe enjoy'd ; 

And, like a gentleman, careflr, 

Had been the lady's fa v 'rite guefft 

Or wercf I fprung from fpaniel line, 

Was his fagacious aoftril mine, 

By me, their never-erring guide, 

From wood and plain their feafts fupply'd* 

Knights, 'fquires, attendant on my pace, 

Had fhar'd the pleafures of the chace. 

Endu'd with native ftrength and fire,. 

Why call'd I not the lion fire ? ^ 

A lion ! fuch mean views I fcorn. 

Why was I not of woman born ? 

Who dares with reafon's pow'r contend f 

On man we brntal flaves depend : 

To him all creatures tribute pay, 

And lux'ry employs his day. 

An ox by chance o'erheard his moan> 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 
Dare you at partial fate repine ? 
How kind's your lot compar'd with mine f 
Decreed to toil, the barb'rous knife 
Hath fever'd me from focial life ;. 
Urg'd by the Emulating goad, 
I drag the cumbrous waggon's load*. 

L 4 "^ 
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'Tis mine to tame die ftubborn plain, 
Break the ftifFfoiJ, and hoafe the grain % 
Yet I without a murmur bear 
The various labours of the year* 
But then confider, that one day, 
(Perhaps the hour's not far away) 
You, by the duties of your poft, 
Shall turn the fpit when I'm the roaft ; 
,Aad for reward lhall (hare the feaft, 
1 mean, ihall pick by bones at leaft. 

'Till now, the aftonifh'd Cur replies, 
I look'd t on all with envious eyes. 
How falfe we judge by .what appears ! 
All creatures feel their fcv'ral cares. 
If thus yon mighty beaft complains, 
Perhajps man knows fuperior pa^ns. 
Let envy then no more torment : 
Think on the Ox, and learn consent. . 

Thus faid ; clofe following at her heel. 
With cfecarf ul heart he mounts tjie wheel* 
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FABLE XVI. 

The Ravens, the Sexton, and the Earth- 
worm. 

TO LAURA, 



T AURA, incthinks you're over nice. 

True. Flatt'ry is a ihockiug vice ; 
Yet Aire, whene'er the praife is juft. 
One may commend without difguit. 
Am I a privilege deny'd, 
Indulg'd by ev'ry tongue befidt ? 
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How lingular, are all your way* ! 
A woman, and averfe to praifel 
If 'tit offence fuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excel I 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mtndV 
A truth confpicuous to mankind ; 
Though in full luftre ev'ry grace 
Diftinguith your celeftial facet 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like (tars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade : I check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

' If you the tribute due difdaiir. 
The Mufe'i mortifying ftrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere fpite. 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might fliock the eat 
Of many a celebrated fair; 
I mean that fuperficial race 
Whofe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face; 1 
What's that to you I I but difpleaie 
Such ever-girUfh ears as thefe. 

e can brook the thought* of age,. 

lafts'the fame through ev'ry flage. 

igh you by time muft fufler more 

; ever woman loft before j. ' . 
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To age is fuch indifference fhown, 
As if your face were not your own* 

Were you by Antoninus taught i 
Or is it native ftrength of thought, 
That thus, without concern or fright, 
You view yourfelf by reafon's light I 
Thofe eyes of fo divine a ray, 
What are they r Mould'ring, mortal clayv 
Thofe features, cad in heavenly mould, 
Shall » like my coarfer earth grow old ; 
Like common grafs, the faireft flow'r 
Mull feel the hoary feafon's pow'r. 

Row weak, how vain is human pride I 
-Dares man upon himfelf confide? 
The wretch who glories in his gain, 
A mafic s heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares, 
To lay in hoards for future years ? 
Can thofe (when tortur'd by difeafe) 
Chear our fick heart, or purchafe eafe ? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath,. 
Or calm the troubled hour of death. 

What's beauty ? Call ye that your own ? 
A flow V 'A at fades as foon as blown. 
What's man in all his boaft of fw*y I 

Perhaps the tyrant of a day» 

A lite 
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Alike the laws of life take place 
Through cv*ry branch of human race, . 
The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais'd from daft as frail as mine; 
Can he pour health into his veins. 
Or cool the fever's reftlefs pains ? 
Can he (worn down in Nature's courfe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves with force f * 
Can he (how vain is mortal pow'r !) 
Stretch life beyond the deftin'd hoar? 

Confider, man ; weigh well thy frame ;» 
The king, the beggar is the- fame. 
Duft forni'd us all. Each breathes his day, 
Then finks into his native clay. 

Beneath a venerable yew, 
That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
Two Ravens fat. In folemn croak 
Thus one his hungry friend belpoke. 

Methinks I fcent fome rich repaft ; 
The- favour flreng then s with the blaft; 
Snuff then, the promis'd feaft inhale ; 
I tafte the carcafe in th* gale, 
Near yonder trees, the farmer's deed, 
From toil and daily drudg'ry freed, 



Hath 
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-Hath groan'd his laft. A dainty titat 1 * 
To birch of tafte delicious. meat. 



A Sexton.bufy at his trade, 
To hear their chat fufpends his fpade. 
'Death ftruck him with no farther thought* 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 
Was ever two fuch blund'ring fowls, 
In brains and manners lefs than owls ! 
Blockheads, fays he, learn more refpeft* 
Know ye on whom you thus reflect f 
In this fame g rare (who does me right; 
Muft own the work u ftrong and tight) 
"The f Squire that yon fair hall poftefs'd* 
To night (hall lay his bones at reft* 
•Whence could the grofs miflake proceed? 
►The 'Squire was fomewhat fat indeed* 
What then ? The mean eft bird of prey 
Such want of fenfe could ne'er betray ; 
For fure fome difference mufl be found 
(Suppofe the fmelling organ found) 
In carcafles (fay what we can) 
Or w here's the dignity of man ? 

With due refpeft to human race* 
The Ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch fimilitude of fcent* 
Man ne'er could think reflexions meant. 



A* 
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Ai epicures extol a treat, 
And feem their fav'ry words to eat, , 
They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious fbocL 
The ven'fon of the prefcient brood. 



The Sexton's indignation mov'd, 
The mean comparifon reprov'd ; 
Their undifcerning palate blam'd, 
Which two-legged carrion thus defam'd. 

« 

Reproachful fpeech from either fide 
The want of argument fupply'd : 
They rail, revile : as often ends 
The conteft of difputing friends* 

Hold, fays the Fowl; fince human pride 
With confutation ne'er comply'd, 
Let's ftate the cafe, and then refer 
The knotty point : for tafte may err. 

As thus he fpoke, from out the mould 
An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
His monftroua length. They (trait agree 
To chufe him as their referee* 
80 to th' experience of his jaws, 
Each dates the merits of the caufe. 



He 
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He paos'd, and with a foiemn tone* 
Thus made his fcyje opinion, k/iown, 



On carcafes of ev'ry kind 
This maw hath elegantly din'd ; 
^rovok'd by luxury or need, 
On J>eaft, or fowl, or man, I feed ;1 
Such fmall difiin&ion's in the favour, 
By turns I chufe the fancy' d flavour. 
Yet I mud own (that human be a ft) 
A glutton is the rankeft feaft. * 

'Man, ceafe this boaft ; for human pride 
Hath various trads to range befide. 
The prince who kept the world in awe, 
The judge whofe dictate fix'd the law, 
The rich, the poor, the great, the fmall, 
Are levelled. Death confounds *m all. 
Then think not that we reptiles (hare 
6uch cates, fuch elegance of fare ; 
The only true and real good 
Of man was never vermin's food. 
*Ti* feated in th' immortal mind ; 
Virtue diftinguifhes mankind, 
And that (as yet ne'er harbour'd here) 
Mounts with (he foul we know not where- 
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So, good nrtfcS^Wta, fibfcc the cafe '. 
Appears with' firth a dubious 1 fkce, 
To neither I the caufe determine. 
For diFrent taftes pleafe different vermin* 
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